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A MODERN LEGIONARY 



CHAPTER I 

« 

r^N a January morning in the early eighties I found 
myself in Paris with less than a dozen francs in my 
purse, or rather my pockets, for I have always had 
a habit of distributing my money between waistcoat 
and trousers, so that if one pocket be picked the 
contents of the others may have a chance of remaining 
still in my possession. 

How I arrived in Paris is easily explained. After 
two years and a half in a boarding-school I had be- 
come so tired of its monotonous routine and, indeed, 
of the idleness which prevailed there — for the masters 
never tried to teach, and, naturally, the boys never 
tried to learn — that I resolved, when the Christmas 
vacation came to an end, to leave my home in the 
.^^^^^south of Ireland and seek my fortune through the 
^****'*world. Accordingly, instead of going back to school, 
J I set out for Dublin, whence I started for London by 
^*^ the first boat In London I spent a day, and then , 
O came on to Paris, filled with vague hopes and vaguer 
""^^^^vPriisgivings as to my future. Thus it happened that 
o I at the age of sixteen was walking the streets of 
'O Paris on the 6th of January i88 — 
>>5j^ I considered anxiously what lay before m^. I could 
« not go home, even if pride did not forbid. True, I 
^ could write for money, having enough to maintain 
» myself until it came, but that would be too great a 
humiliation. To dig I was not able, and to beg I 
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was ashamed, so I saw but one course open to me — 
to enlist. Having made up my mind, which I did the 
more easily as I had been brought up in a garrison 
town, and like most boys loved to follow the soldiers 
in their bright uniforms and to march along with 
head erect, keeping step to the music of the band, 
I at once set about carrying my resolve into effect. 
I was not long in beginning. As I walked along the 
streets I saw a soldier with a gold chevron on his 
arm, and, going across the road, I addressed him. I 
did not speak French very well, but had something 
more than the usual schoolboy knowledge of it, as I 
had read a good many French books and papers 
when I should have been at Greek or Mathematics in 
the study hall. Very soon, therefore, he learned my 
purpose, and a conversation ensued, somewhat as 
follows : — 

" You are English ; is it not so ? " 

" No ; I am Irish, from the south of Ireland." 

" Very well, my friend ; but you must go to the 
Foreign Legion, and that will not be very pleasant, 
you may well believe. Always in Algeria, except 
when serving in Tonquin and other devil's colonies 
on the earth." 

"I do not mind that; in the English army one has 
to go to India and South Africa, so what matter?" 

" Ah ! and you are doubtless without money, and one 
has to live." 

" Let us go in here," said I, pointing to a wine shop. 
" We can talk better over a glass." 

" Good comrade ! good comrade ! he cried, slapping 
me on the shoulder ; " I see that you will be a soldier 
after my own heart. Have no fear," he continued ; " I 
will tell you all, and you may rely on me as a loyal 
friend." 

When we entered the shop my new-found friend 
asked me whether I should drink eau-de-vie or vin 
ordinaire^ and, on my refusing the brandy, commended 
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my discretion, saying that young soldiers should never 
touch brandy as it interfered with their chances of 
promotion, and, moreover, they did not usually have 
money enough to pay for it. Thereupon he called for 
tau'de-vie for himself and some wine, rather sour I 
thought it, for his young friend, and when we had clinked 
glasses and drunk, our conversation was resumed. 

I shall not try to reproduce the dialogue, which 
would, indeed, be wearisome, as we sat and talked for 
full two hours, with many repetitions. During this 
time I drank little, and the sergeant, though he had 
his glass filled more than once, took no more than he 
could safely bear. One thing I must say of him, that 
although he painted the soldier's life in glowing colours 
yet he always kept me in mind of the fact that he 
spoke of the French army in general and his own 
regiment in particular. What he said had no refer- 
ence to the Foreign Legion. That corps was not to 
be compared to his. There were in it men who had 
fled from justice; from Russia, though, indeed, the 
offences of these were in most cases political; from 
Germany, and yet many were Alsatians and Lorrainers 
who wished to become French citizens ; from Austria, 
Belgium, Spain ; from every country in the world. And, 
whatever their crimes had been, they were of a surety 
being punished, for their stations were on the borders 
of the great desert, where were sand and sun and tedium 
so great that an Arab raid was a pleasant relief. 

"But there were French soldiers also there, were 
there not?" 

" Oh yes ; the zephyrs, the bad ones who could not 
be reclaimed to duty, to discipline, or even to decency, 
and who were sent to form what one might call convict 
battalions in places to which no one wished to send 
good soldiers — men who respected themselves and the 

flag." 

"But the Foreign Legion could not be always in 
Algeria, on the borders of the desert ? " 
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"Oh no; there were many of them in* Tonquin on 
active service, and these, of course, were just as well 
or as ill-off as the regular French troops, but still they 
were rascals, though, he would confess, very good fight- 
ing men. There was a war in Tonquin against great 
bands of marauders who carried a variety of flags, by 
the colours of which they were known : I must have 
heard of the principal ones — the infamous Black Flags, 
who gave no quarter to the wounded and who mutilated 
the dead. These were helped by the regular Chinese 
soldiers, and had among them many Europeans, dogs 
that they were, who gave them advice and instruction, 
because these Europeans were Prussians or English 
who hated the great French Republic and viewed its 
expansion with dislike and distrust" 

" But was there not a good chance of promotion in 
the Legion ? " 

" Oh yes ; if one did one's duty and willingly obeyed 
orders and did not get into trouble. Oh yes ; there 
was always justice for the good as well as for the bad. 
4f one was not a corporal in five years there was little 
use in staying; one could take his discharge and go 
away." 

That decided me. I was sixteen — in five years I 
should be twenty-one — ^better spend the time learning 
experience in the world than in the dull, dreary idleness 
to which I was accustomed, and which filled me with 
disgust. I said so to the sergeant. He looked me up 
and down, and said : 
" How old ? " 
" Sixteen," I replied. 

"You cannot enlist; the recruit must be at least 
eighteen." 

I thought a moment. " I will be eighteen ; they can- 
not see the registers of my parish." 

" Very well, very well, my son ; you are resolved. I 
will say no more to prevent you — I will help you — you 
shall be a soldier of the Republic to-morrow." 



J 
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He kept his word. We spent the day together ; he 
showed me his barrack, his room in it, where to dine 
and sleep, and leaving me at nine o'clock, with a parting 
injunction to meet him at eight in the morning at the 
barrack gate, went away saying : 

" Poor devil 1 poor devil ! " 

On the following morning at ten minutes to eight I 
was at the gate. Indeed, I might easily have been 
there at six, but as the morning was cold and nothing 
could be gained by being out and about too soon I 
remained snugly between the sheets until seven. Punctu- 
ally at eight the sergeant appeared, and we walked 
towards one another smiling. I asked him to join me 
at breakfast. He readily consented, and soon we were 
seated together in a small restaurant before a table at 
which we appeased the hunger induced by the sharp 
morning air with eggs, bread and butter, and coffee. 
Breakfast over, the sergeant asked, as he said, for the 
last time, if I were still resolved to join the Foreign 
Legion. I replied that I was, if I should be ac- 
cepted. 

" Very good ; we have half-an-hour, let us walk about 
until it is time to meet the doctor." 

While strolling through the streets he gave me much 
advice. I was to be respectful, alert, step smartly, and, 
above all, be observant. 

" Watch the others," he said, " and you will very soon 
learn soldiers' manners." 

I promised to do so, and reminded him that I had 
grown two years older in a single night. He smiled, 
and said encouragingly : 

" Good child ! good child ! — alas ! poor devil ! " 

I asked him what he meant by alluding to me as a 
poor devil, and again he abused the Foreign Legion 
with a vocabulary as insulting as it was extensive. I 
had never heard or read one-tenth of the words, but it 
was not hard to guess the meaning. I stopped him by 
laying my hand upon his arm, and said : 
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" You forget that I may be one of the Foreign Legion 
before noon." 

" True, true ; but I do not apply the expressions to 
you, only to those who are already there." And he 
pointed with his finger towards the south. 

" Very good ; but surely not to all ? What can you 
say against the political refugees from Russia ? " 

" Ah ! they are different ; they " 

I stopped him again, and said : 

"And what can you say against a political refugee 
from Ireland?" 

" Ah, ah ! I understand ; now I see clearly. Oh, my 
friend, why did you not tell me yesterday?" 

From that moment he believed me, a schoolboy of 
sixteen, to be a head centre of the Fenians, or at least 
a prominent member of some Irish league. This belief 
had consequences shortly afterwards, pleasant and un- 
pleasant, but we live down our sorrows as, unfortun- 
ately, we live down our joys. 

Well, soon it was time to " meet the doctor," so we 
went towards the barrack, and passing the gate ap- 
proached a portion of the square where about twelve 
men in civil dress were already assembled. I was told 
that these also were would-be recruits, not all, however, 
for the Foreign Legion, as some were Frenchmen who 
volunteered at as early an age as possible instead of 
waiting to be called up. Not far off a small party of 
sous-officiers stood, criticising the recruits, and laughing 
sarcastically at an occasional witticism. These the 
sergeant joined, and I was at leisure to observe my 
companions. They were of all sorts and conditions. 
One, a tall man with white hands, at least I saw that 
the right one was white, but the left one was gloved, 
who wore a silk hat, frock coat, and excellently got-up 
linen, looked rather superciliously at us all. Another, 
in a workman's blouse and dirt-covered trousers and 
boots, had his hands in his pockets, and, curving his 
shoulders, looked intently at the ground. A third, 
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about eighteen, in a schoolboy's cap and jacket, was 
humming the Marseillaise; he was a French lad who 
would be a soldier. There was a dark-browed man, a 
Spaniard as I learnt afterwards, tugging at his small 
moustache ; a few others whom I have forgotten ; and, 
lastly, standing somewhat apart from the crowd, three 
or four medium-sized, heavily-built men, with the look 
of the farm about them, and, indeed, the smell of it too, 
who proved to be Alsatians. 

I was still engaged in observing the others when a 
door was thrown open, and we were all ordered into 
a lai^e room on the ground floor of a building, over 
the entrance to which were painted some words which 
I now forget. Here we had to strip to shirt and 
trousers, but as there was a stove in the place, and the 
windows and doors were closed, that did not hurt too 
much. After a short delay the tall man was sum- 
moned, and left the room by a door opposite to that 
by which we had entered. Others were called after- 
wards, and I, as it happened, was the last. As I passed 
out the sergeant — I forgot to mention that he and the 
other sous'officiers had come in with us, and all had 
spoken encouragingly to me, having been told that I 
was a rebel against "perfide Albion" — the sergeant, 
I say, tapped me on the shoulder, and said: 
" Have no fear, be quiet, respectful, attentive, good lad." 
I thanked him with a nod and a smile and passed 
in. I now found myself in a smaller room, where an 
old soldier with a long grey moustache — I thought at 
once of the old guard — gruffly bade me take off my 
shirt and trousers. I did so, and felt a slight shiver — 
it was January — as I stood naked on the floor. I had 
scarcely finished shivering when the schoolboy came 
from the doctor's room looking as happy and proud 
as a king on his coronation day. It was quite evident 
that he had been accepted, and already his early dreams 
of military renown seemed on the point of realisation. 
Poor devil! as the sergeant said of me. I met him 
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afterwards twice ; the first time he was a prisoner under 
guard for some ofTence, the second time he was calling 
out huskily for water in the delirium before death. 

As he went towards his clothing I entered the apart- 
ment he had just left It was a lame white-walled 
room, with a couple of chairs and tables, a desk and 
stool, and a weighing machine in a comer, as its chief 
furniture. A couple of soldiers were present, but evi- 
dently the chief personage in the room was a tall, thin 
man with a hooked nose and sharp grey eyes, whose 
moustache bristled out on each side. He was dressed 
in uniform, and wore some decorations, but 1 cannot 
recall more than that now. I doubt, indeed, if I ever 
fully grasped how he was dressed — his eyes attracted 
my attention so much. 

A few questions were asked — my name, age, country, 
occupation, and others — which were answered by me 
at once and shortly. I did not forget the sergeant's 
advice. Then followed a most careful observation of 
my body. My height and weight were noted, as well 
as other things which I did not understand. I re- 
member I had to breathe deeply, and then hold my 
breath as long as I could, to jump, to hop, and to go 
through every form of work of which the human body 
or any part of it is capable. My eyes were examined 
in various ways, and there was not a region of my 
person left unexplored by the stethoscope or by the 
bony fingers of my examiner. All the while he called 
out various words and sentences, just as a tailor calls 
out while he measures you for a suit of clothes, and a 
soldier at the desk took them down. The other soldier 
acted as his chiefs assistant, covering my right eye 
with his hand while the left one was being tested, 
holding a stick for me to jump and hop over, put- 
ting on the weights while I was on the machine, and 
doing all these things at a nod or other sign from the 
doctor. 

At last the examination was over. The doctor took 
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the sheet of blue paper on which the soldier at the 
desk had been writing, and, looking alternately at it 
and at me, seemed carefully considering. I stood 
erect, hands by my sides, looking steadily and respect- 
fully at him. It was very quiet. After some time 
he said : 

" How old are you ? " (in English, with just a trace of 
an accent). I waited a moment, but that moment was 
enough. 

"Eighteen, sir." 

Had I answered on the spot he would have 
learned the truth. He paused a little, still keeping 
his eyes on me, and then, slightly lifting his eyelids, 
asked : 

" Seventeen ? " 

" No, sir," I replied ; " eighteen to-day." 

" When and where were you born ? " 

" Seventh of January, sir, in the year , and at the 

town of , in the south of Ireland." 

He still gazed at me in doubt, but I met his gaze 
steadily. Suddenly a door opened — not the one 
through which I had come — and a short, stout, bust- 
ling man, dressed in blue coat and red trousers, with 
a gold-laced cap on his head, came in and, glancing 
carelessly at me, shook hands warmly with the doctor. 
In the conversation which ensued it was apparent by 
their glances and gestures that I had more than my 
share of their attention. Finally they approached, and 
the short man asked me my age. I replied as before. 
Turning sharp round he said with a merry smile, which 
ended in a short, quick laugh : 

" Oh, my friend, he is eighteen ; he says so, and who 
knows better? Would you destroy the enthusiasm of 
a volunteer by doubting his word ? My fine fellow " 
— this to me — " you will be eighteen before you leave 
us." 

That settled it I was accepted, sent away to dress, 
and, as I had said to the sergeant, before noon I was 
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a sworn member of the Foreign L^on, sworn in for 
five years. 

The swearing-in was not impressive. All I remember 
about it is that in a room with a very wide door an 
officer in a gold-laced cap sat at a table, repeated a 
form of words which I in turn repeated, holding up my 
right hand the while, and then I kissed a book tendered 
to me by a sous-officier. Some questions were asked, 
and I answered, telling the truth, as, indeed, I had told 
the truth all through, except about my age, and also 
except about the insinuation that I was a political 
refugee. 

That night I slept in the barrack. About eighteen 
or twenty other recruits for the Foreign Legion occupied 
a large room with me. We were of all countries in 
Europe, but the Alsatians outnumbered the repre- 
sentatives of any other, and next to them came the 
Belgians and Lorrainers. A couple of Poles, a Russian, 
a Hungarian, a Croat, the Spaniard whom I have 
already mentioned, and myself completed the list. We 
looked at one another rather suspiciously at first, but 
after some time we became more sociable, and tried 
to explain, each in his own execrable French, how we 
had come to enlist, and it struck me that, if all were 
to be believed, my comrades were the most unfortunate 
and persecuted set of honest men that the sun had ever 
shone upon. I changed my opinion in the morning 
when I found that the last franc I had, nay the last 
sou, had been taken from my pockets during the night» 
but what was the use of complaining? It was a lesson 
I had to learn, therefore the sooner I learned it the 
better, and it was well that I learned it at no greater 
expense than a couple of francs. When we got a blue 
tunic, red trousers, and kepi, with boots and other 
things, I sold my civilian clothes to a Jew for one- 
tenth of their original cost, and that money did not 
leave my possession without my consent. I did not 
spend it all upon myself, but neither did I spend it 
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indiscriminately, a jolly Belgian and the Russian had 
most of the benefit 

A little circumstance occurred which at first gave 
me great pleasure, though afterwards its effects were 
rather serious, at least in my opinion at the time. I 
had not been an hour in the room when the sergeant 
came and gave me some tobacco and a small bottle 
of wine. I insisted on his sharing the latter ; as for 
the tobacco, that went in the night along with my 
money. I saw some very like it afterwards with one 
of the Poles. When going he shook hands warmly, 
bade me be of good courage, and was about turning 
away when someone, an Alsatian, I think, jostled 
against him. Immediately the flood-gates of his 
eloquence were opened, he cursed and swore, and that 
not alone at the cause of his anger but also at others 
who were near. No reply was made, and he went away, 
still cursing and fuming with anger. How this event 
affected me will be told in due course; suffice it to 
say that, young as I was, I saw that his evident par- 
tiality for me and his undoubted contempt for the 
others would likely bring unpleasant results before 
long. 

In two days our numbers had increased to about 
thirty, and we were despatched to Algeria under the 
orders of a sergeant and two corporals. During the 
journey we learned a little more about discipline, but 
all that and the journey itself must wait for a new 
chapter. 



CHAPTER II 

T ET me first describe the sergeant who was in chief 
command of our party. He was a small, active, 
sharp-tongued man, wearing a couple of medals and 
the Cross of the Legion of Honour on his breast, neat 
in his dress — I believe he would, if it were possible, 
polish his boots forty times a day — having a constant 
eye to us, such an eye as a collie has for the flock. 
When he gave an order, it was clear and abrupt ; when 
he censured, you felt no doubt about his meaning, for 
tongue and tone and eye and gesture all united to 
convey contempt and abuse ; if he gave ten minutes 
for a meal, we had to fill our stomachs in that time or 
go half hungry ; and as for accepting a drink from one 
of us — for some had a little money — he would as soon 
have thought, he let us know, of accepting a glass of 
hell-fire from Satan. He was one of those men found 
in every army in the world — men who cannot live out 
of barracks, who feel comfortable only in uniform, who 
look upon civilians as beings to be pitied for not having 
the military sense, just as the ordinary man pities the 
blind, the deaf, or the dumb. Such men's minds re- 
ceive few, and these transient, impressions from outside 
their own corps. To hear the regiment rated soundly 
on inspection day is a greater calamity than the 
cutting off of a squadron by Berbers or the ambushing 
of half a battalion by Black Flags ; in fine, they are 
soldiers of the regiment rather than of the army. 

We were divided into two squads, each under the 
immediate control of a corporal. My corporal was a 
jolly, good-humoured fellow, a bit malicious, a Parisian 
gamin in uniform. He told us terrible stories of the 
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Foreign Legion, and said that we should get through 
our purgatory if we only lived in it long enough. But 
in the end he defeated his own object, for, as some tales 
were obviously untrue, we had no difficulty in per- 
suading ourselves that all were lies. The other corporal, 
a tall, lank man, seemed to me moody or, perhaps I 
should say, pensive. However, he had nothing to do 
with me, so I scarcely observed him. 

With regard to the journey, I can only say that we 
marched from the barrack to a railway station, travelled 
by train to Marseilles, thence by transport to Gran, 
where we were handed over by the sergeant to a sous- 
officier of our own corps. Some incidents and scenes 
of the journey I must relate, as they show how my 
military education began. And first I must tell about 
the unpleasantness which I spoke of in the first chapter. 

Of course, a woman was the exciting cause — the 
match to the gunpowder. Women can't help it ; they 
are born with the desire of getting you to do something 
for them. The average woman merely.gets her husband 
to support her; she would like to have every other 
woman in the parish there to see the weekly wages 
handed over, the wages which, if he were a bachelor, 
would represent so much fun and frolic and reckless 
gaiety. But there are women who would incite you 
to commit murder or to save a life with equal eagerness, 
just to feel that their influence over you was un- 
bounded. However, this has little to do with the 
present case, which was merely a casual flirtation and 
its ending. 

At a certain station, which had more than its due 
share of loungers, our train was stopped for some 
reason. We were allowed to get out during the delay, 
and the report quickly spread that a squad or two of 
recruits for the Foreign Legion had halted at the place. 
We were soon surrounded by a curious group, many of 
which passed by no means complimentary remarks upon 
our personal appearance and the crimes they supposed 
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us to have committed in our own countries before we 
came, or rather escaped, to France. 

In the crowd was a rather handsome woman of about 
thirty who pretended great fear of us, as if we were 
cannibals from the Congo. The sergeant, however, 
reassured her, told her that we were quite quiet under 
his control — pleasant for us to listen to, wasn't it? — 
and volunteered to give her all information about us. 
Well, he gave us information about ourselves too. 

He described the Pole as a dirty Prussian who had 
robbed his employer and then made his escape to Paris. 
The Spaniard became a South American who had 
more murders on his soul than a professional bravo 
of the Middle Ages. The Russian was a Nihilist who 
had first attempted to blow up the Tsar and after- 
wards betrayed his accomplices, so that in the Foreign 
Legion, and there only, could he hope to escape at once 
justice and revenge. An Alsatian was described as 
a Hungarian brute: "these Hungarian dogs are so 
mean, sneaking, filthy, and cowardly " ; while the poor 
Hungarian, who had heard all this, almost at once 
found himself pointed out as an Austrian, a slave of an 
emperor who was afraid of Germany. Unfortunately, 
as it turned out afterwards, I escaped his notice, and 
what I congratulated myself upon at the time I had 
reason afterwards to regret. 

While the sergeant was thus trying to advance 
himself — the vain fool! — in the handsome woman's 
favour and was getting on to his own satisfaction, if 
not to ours, into the crowd struts a young corporal 
of chasseurs. As soon as she saw him the woman 
turned her back upon our sergeant, put her arm affec- 
tionately through the corporal's, and brought him, 
vacuously smiling, down to us to tell the sergeant's 
stories over again. She muddled them, but that was 
of course. We never minded anything she said ; but 
weren't we delighted to see our sous-officier so ex- 
cellently snubbed ! 
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, " And where, my dear Marie, did you learn all this ? " 
queried the happy and smiling chasseur. 

" Oh, pioupiou told me." And she pointed with the 
tip of her parasol at the man who a moment before 
had mentally added her to the list of his conquests. 
And pioupiou was angry ; his cheeks got all white with 
just a spot of red in the centre, his eyes glared, he 
twisted his moustache savagely ; he turned on us and 
ordered us back to the carriages. But that was not 
all : the crowd laughed, Marie laughed, the corporal — 
another fool — laughed. Some of us laughed, and we 
paid for all the laughter in the end. 

Nothing was said while we were in the station, but 
as soon as the train was again on the move the sergeant 
began. The first to feel uncomfortable was the corporal 
of my squad. He was told that he did not enforce 
discipline, that he was too free with these rascals, these 
pigs, that he had no self-respect, that he was ill-bred, 
and much more to the same effect. We came in for 
worse abuse, the Hungarian and a Belgian being made 
special marks for the sergeant's anger because they had 
been the first to laugh when Marie called him " piou- 
piou." The abuse was kept up, with occasional inter- 
missions, for over half-an-hour, and no one was sorry 
when our tormentor sought solace of a more soothing 
nature in his pipe. It is very hard for men to listen to 
angry words which they know they cannot resent, and, 
sooner than have no relief for their pent-up passion, they 
will vent it on one of themselves,as I found out before long. 

We had stopped for ten minutes' interval at a station, 
and the three saus-officiers had gone to a small refresh- 
ment room after ordering us, on various pains and 
penalties, not to leave our seats. Scarcely were they 
on the platform when the Belgian, who had been most 
insulted, began to rail at me. I was astonished. My 
surprise increased when the others joined with him. I 
was asked why I should be spared while better men 
were being treated as dogs and worse than dogs. The 
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visit of my friend, the kindly sergeant who brought me 
wine and tobacco, was raked up as an instance of 
favouritism, and the rather violent language which he 
had applied to others in the barrack room was also 
recalled. I felt indignant at the injustice but knew not 
how to reply. Indeed, there was but a small chance 
of doing so, as all were speaking loudly, and some even 
shaking their fists at me. At last the Belgian, who had 
started the affair, struck me lightly on the cheek. This 
was too much. I jumped at him, had him tightly by 
the throat with the left hand, and set to giving him the 
right hand straight from the shoulder as quickly and as 
strongly as I could. He was altogether taken aback, 
and, moreover, was almost stunned by my assault, for 
every blow drove the back of his head against the wood- 
work of the carriage. Before anyone could interfere 
I had given him his fill of fighting, and when I was 
torn off his mouth and nose were bleeding and the 
skin around both eyes was rapidly changing colour. 
Before the fight could be renewed the sub-officers re- 
turned, and we all sat silent and sullen in our places. 

The sergeant at once grasped the situation. 

"What, fighting like wolves with one another 
already! Very well, my fine fellows, it does not end 
here; to-day the fight and the arrest, to-morrow the 
inquiry and the punishment." 

Thereupon he ordered the men on each side of us 
to consider themselves our warders. " If they escape, 
if they fight again, there will be a more severe punish- 
ment for you, whose prisoners they are." 

" A beautiful way to begin soldiering," he continued, 
looking alternately at the Belgian and myself; "go on 
like this, and life will be most happy for you." 

At the next station he ordered the Belgian to be 
transferred to the compartment in which the other 
squad, under the silent corporal, travelled. When he 
left, to give orders, I suppose, about the prisoner, the 
jolly corporal turned to me, and said : 
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" My worthy fellow, you have begun well ; where did 
you learn to use your hands? No matter, the com- 
mandant will talk to you ; he will settle alL But, my 
son, what was it about ; did he insult you ? ** 

" It was all the fault of the sergeant," I cried 

" Hold, hold ! " interrupted the corporal ; " take care, 
you are foolish to accuse your officer, and, besides, he 
was not present" 
. This gave me a hint 
> " No ; he was not here, and the corporals were not 
here either." 

" Then it was my fault too ? " 

"Not yours so much as the sergeant's — you merely 
deserted your post — but he in addition to that abused 
the men so much before going away that their passion 
was aroused, and when men are angry they cannot help 
fighting." 

" Yes, yes," said the corporal ; " he did abuse people, 
there is no doubt that he was in bad humour, and 
would have abused his own brother at the time." 

Little more was said, but the corporal was very thought- 
ful, and evidently was chewing a cud he did not like. 

At the first opportunity, it was when we halted for 
a meal, the corporal took the sergeant aside, and a long 
conversation ensued. The upshot was that I was taken 
from my guards and brought by the corporal to where 
his comrade stood. The latter asked me to tell him the 
truth about the quarrel, and I spoke as he wished me 
to. I mentioned everything — the kindness of the first 
sergeant to me and his abuse of the others, his own 
harsh treatment of us from the b^inning, his wrong 
and malicious descriptions to the woman — he winced 
when I mentioned her name — his fearful abuse of the 
men afterwards, and I took care to point out that I was 
the one who had been least hurt by his tongue, and I 
wound up by declaring that, if he and the corporals had 
not gone away, leaving us without any sous-offiaer in 
charge, the affair would not have taken place. 

B 
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'*I believe you have told me the truth," he said. 
And I knew well that he knew it, for all the time 
that I was speaking he kept his keen eyes fixed 
upon mine, and they seemed to read me through 
and through. 

The Belgian and I were almost immediately relieved 
from arrest, but my opponent received strict orders to 
stay in the centre of the squad while marching, so that 
as little chance as possible might be given to the curious 
to note his bruises. He was furthermore told that for 
his own sake he had better tell anyone in authority 
who might chance to make inquiries that he had been 
suddenly, and when off his guard, assaulted by a drunken 
man at a wayside railway station. He afterwards did 
tell this tale when interrogated by an officer, and, as we 
others corroborated his statement, he escaped all pun- 
ishment, and so did I. All the same, the sneers and 
whisperings of my companions during the remainder 
of the journey were at least as painful to me as his 
injuries were to the Belgian. In fact, I was more than 
boycotted by all, and the fact that none of my com- 
rades would associate with me in even the slightest 
degree was gall and wormwood to the mind of a sensi- 
tive youth. How I wished that the first sergeant had 
not been so kind and the second so sparing of abuse 
to me. I was glad that in the depot for recruits I was 
altogether separated from the rest, and I may add now 
that, when I met some of them afterwards in the East, 
they seemed to have forgotten all the little annoyances 
of our first acquaintance. 

I wish to say but little now about the rest of the 
way. The chief thing that remains in my memory is 
the scene aboard the transport that carried us frooi 
Marseilles to Oran. It was so striking that I fancy 
I shall never forget it. 

There were troops of all arms aboard. I need not 
describe the party I was with, as I have said enough 
about it already, and of most of the others I can only 
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recall that the various uniforms, the different numbers 
on the caps, all impressed me with the idea that I 
Wonged to one of the great armies of the world. 
Having been, as I have already mentioned, brought up 
in a garrison town I at once noticed distinctions which 
another might pass over as trivial. I saw, for instance, 
that all the soldiers of the line did not belong to the 
same regiment in spite of the strong likeness the 
various corps showed to one another, and I knew that 
the same held true of the chasseurs and zouaves. I 
admired the way in which disorder was reduced to 
order ; the steady composure of those who had no work 
to do, which contrasted so much with the quick move- 
ment and tireless exertion of the men told off for 
fatigue ; the sharp eyes and short, clear orders of the 
sergeants; and, above all, the calm, assured air of 
authority of the officer who superintended the em- 
barkation. 

While I was noting all this my glance fell on a 
party of men, about fifty in number, wearing the usual 
blue tunic and red trousers, who had no mark or number 
in their caps. Now the Frenchmen of the line had 
each the number of his regiment on the front of the 
kepi, and we of the Foreign Legion had grenades on 
ours. Moreover, these men were set apart from all the 
rest and were guarded by a dozen soldiers with fixed 
bayonets. The men seemed sullen and careless of their 
personal appearance, and when a Frenchman forgets 
his neatness you may be sure that he has already for- 
gotten his self-respect. Curiosity made me apply for 
information to the corporal over my squad, and he 
told nie that these were men who for their offences in 
regiments stationed in France were now being trans- 
ferred to disciplinary battalions in Algeria, where they 
would forfeit, practically, all a soldier's privileges and 
be treated more like convicts than recruits. I at once 
remembered what the sergeant whose acquaintance I 
had first made had said about the zephyrs, the men 
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that could not be reclaimed. I saw them often after- 
wards, and, though in most of the battalions they are 
not very bad and are treated fairly enough, in others 
which contain the incorrigible ones the officers and 
sutM)fficers have to go armed with revolvers, and the 
giving out of cartridges, when it can't be helped, is 
loolcM upon as the sure forerunner of a murder. 
Figure to yourself what a hated warder's life would be 
worth if the convicts in Dartmoor had rifles and 
bayonets and if the governor had occasionally to serve 
out packets of cartridges, it being well understood that 
all — governor, warders, and convicts — are supposed to 
be transferred to, let us say, Fashoda, where there is 
now and then a chance of a Baggara raid. 

I don't know much about the voyage across the 
Mediterranean as I was almost, but not quite, sea-sick. 
It has always been so with me, the gentlest sea plays 
havoc with my stomach. We got into Oran at about 
six o'clock in the evening, and our party at once dis- 
embarked. We were met on the quay by a sei^eant 
of the Foreign Legion, who showed us the way to a 
barrack, where we were formally handed over to his 
control. That night we stayed in the barrack, and I 
suffered a little annoyance from my comrades, from all 
of whom I was separated next day, when we were trans- 
ferred to our depot at a place called Saida. I do not 
know whether this is to-day the depot for the Foreign 
Legion or not, as I heard men say that an intention 
existed on the part of the military authorities to place 
it farther south, Here I spent some time learning drill, 
discipline, and all the duties of a soldier, and this was 
the hardest period of my military life, for my knowledge 
of French had to be considerably increased before I 
could quite grasp the meaning of an order, and very 
often I was abused by a corporal for laziness when I 
had the best will in the world to do what I was told, if 
I could only understand it. 



CHAPTER III 

"Yl/^HEN we arrived at the depot we were at once 
divided into small parties, each of which was sent 
to a company for drill. I was attached to No. i Com- 
pany, and though four others of my comrades came 
to it with me they did not remain there long. Two 
of them were Belgians, one an Alsatian, and the fourth 
a Pole. All spoke French well, and it was very soon 
seen that they had learned something about drill 
already in other armies, and, therefore, they were sent 
almost at once to the battalions on service at the edge 
of the great desert. Thus it was that I found myself 
the only member of the detachment in No. i, and of 
this I was very glad, for my last experience with them 
had not been of the most pleasant kind. 

And now let me put on record the only complaint 
I have to make about my life at Saida. On account 
of my speaking English all agreed that I must be an 
Englishman, and the Englishman is well hated abroad. 
Consequently on the drill ground and in the barrack 
room I was continually addressed by the expressive 
sobriquet of " English pig." Now " cochon anglais " is 
not a nice nickname, and though I dared not resent it 
from the corporals and other sub-officers I made up 
my mind that from my equals in rank it was not to be 
endured. There was a big Alsatian in my squad who 
was most persistent in insulting me, though I had often 
tried to explain to him that I was neither a pig nor an 
Englishman. With him, therefore, I resolved to deal, 
confident that, if I could put a stop to his insolence, the 
rest would be quiet enough. I determined, as he was 
my superior in age, strength, weight, and length of arm, 
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that it would be only right to take him unawares and, 
if possible, finish the business before he could quite 
understand what I was about. For three or four days 
after settling this matter in my mind I got no oppor- 
tunity such as I wished for. Seeing me take the 
nickname quietly, for I no longer even remonstrated 
with him, the Alsatian went further than before and 
raised my anger to boiling point. At last the chance 
came. As I entered the room one afternoon I noticed 
lying near the door a rather large billet of wood. The 
corporal was out, so were most of the men, and those 
who remained, five or six in number, were lazily loung- 
ing in various attitudes about the room. I put aside 
rifle, belt, and bayonet, for I had just come in from a 
punishment parade — that is, an extra parade ordered to 
men for some slight irregularity — and looked straight at 
the big brute, as if to challenge him. 

" Ah, my fine fellow, how do English pigs like punish- 
ment parades in this weather ? ** he began. 

"As well," I answered, picking up, carelessly as it 
were, the billet, "as Alsatian dogs like this." And I 
brought the heavy block down upon his head with all 
my strength. The cap, though utterly destroyed, saved 
his head, but still he was so stupefied by the sudden 
assault and by the force of the blow that I had time to 
strike him again and again. The others jumped up 
quickly and seized me, crying out that the Alsatian was 
dead. And, indeed, he looked as if he were dead, for 
his head was covered with blood, and one almost 
imagined that his brains would protrude through the 
wounds. However, after some time he came to him- 
self again, and truly no one was better pleased than 
I, for as I cooled down I began to be fearful of 
consequences. 

When the corporal heard about the affair he told the 
sergeant, the sergeant went to the captain, and the 
captain came down to investigate the matter for himself. 
I told him how I was continually annoyed, and when he 
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asked me why I struck the other when off his guard, 
I pointed out that to do so gave me the only chance 
of revenge. He measured us both with his eyts and 
seemed to agree with me. Anyway, the Alsatian was 
sent to get his wounds dressed and I was ordered extra 
drills, extra fatigues, and to remain altogether in 
barracks for a fortnight 

Now I wondered how I got off so lightly. Well, in 
the Foreign Legion a fight between men of the same 
squad is not considered half so serious as one between 
men belonging to different squads, just as no one minds , 
so much about a fight between brothers as about one 
between members of separate families. If a soldier of 
No. I squad beats a soldier of No. 2 all the men of 
No. 2 will look for revenge, and all the men of No. i 
will know that, and, therefore, at any moment thirty or 
more men may be, to use an expressive phrase, " into " 
one another with Nature's weapons and anything lying 
handy that will do a man damage. Sometimes when 
the quarrel is more serious than usual — as, for instance, 
when it is about women — bayonets may be used, but, 
indeed, the soldier very seldom has recourse to his 
accustomed weapons in a fight with comrades. But 
if a dispute arises between a battalion of zephyrs and 
another of the Foreign Legion there is but one way 
of restoring order — call out the cavalry and the guns. 

As the Alsatian and I belonged to the same squad 
the captain contented himself with punishing me slightly 
and warning us both against a renewal of the quarrel. 
The story went around, and I don't believe I was called 
an English pig ever afterwards except by an Irishman 
or an Irish-American, who, of course, spoke only in 
jest. 

Our company consisted of from 160 to 200 men. 
Sometimes it was strong for a week after the arrival 
of a number of recruits, then again it would go down 
as a squad or two departed for the regiment. My 
squad varied, I think, from ten to seventeen, and, taking 
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us all round, we weren't very bad, as soldiers go. What 
language did we speak? French on the drill ground 
and on du^y and in reply to superior officers ; amongst 
ourselves a Lingua Franca, made up chiefly of French, 
especially the Argot, but with a plentiful admixture 
of German, Spanish, Italian, Portuguese, and other 
languages, including in some squads even Russian, 
Turkish, and Arabic. What I say now refers not 
merely to the depot but to the Foreign Legion in 
general : every battalion, every company, I might 
almost say every squad, had its own peculiarity of 
idiom ; Sapristi and Parbleu gave place often to 
Caramba, Diavolo, and Mein Gott. In fact, before I 
was six months in the Legion I could swear fluently 
in every European language except English ; the only 
English curse they taught me was Goddam. 

The souS'Officiers were pretty strict with us in the 
depot, but the punishments were not too severe. The 
favourite one was to keep you altogether in the barrack 
and compel you to sleep during the night in your 
ordinary uniform on a plank bed in the guard room. 
That was the worst of it, in the day no one minded the 
confinement to barracks — for what was the use in 
wandering about a dirty town if one had no money 
in his pocket, and our pay did not last long ? — but in the 
night the plank bed was not an ideal resting-place. 
I did not get into much trouble, the row with the 
Alsatian was my chief offence, and what kept me 
right was the dread of sleeping in the guard room at 
night. 

We drilled every day except Sunday, but there is 
no use in telling about that, as drill is the same all 
the world over. Our drill instructors were certainly 
eloquent — all had copious vocabularies — and the wealth 
of abuse and cursing that any of them could expend in 
an hour's work was, indeed, extraordinary. While I 
was unable to fully understand I felt angry; by the 
time I understood every word I was too philosophical 
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to care. Moreover, I am sorry to have to say that 
I was rapidly acquiring a fairly extensive vocabulary of 
my own, and every time I heard a curse directed at 
myself I thought one for the benefit of the drill 
instructor's soul. It's a tradition in every army just 
as it is in every navy, fighting and mercantile, that 
nothing can be got out of men without bad language, 
and I do believe that there is a good deal of truth in the 
tradition. One would fancy that skippers and sergeants 
wish to familiarise their men with the names at least of 
the lower regions and their ruler, in the firm belief that 
the men will at some time make the acquaintance of 
both. That's as it may be; at anyrate we learned a 
good deal more than our drill from our instructors. 

We had a remarkably fine band. It was chiefly 
composed of Germans, I think, and it does seem strange 
that ten years after the Franco-Prussian war the majority 
of a French regimental band should be composed of the 
sons of the men who crushed Napoleon the Third at 
Sedan. The band played very often in the square, 
and every evening that it turned out I felt no desire 
to leave the barrack. I don't understand music but 
I like it. In the square the women and children of 
the depot used to walk about listening, talking and 
laughing ; the officers' wives at one side and the wives 
of the souS'Offiders at another. As for us, we lounged 
about at a short distance and made remarks, not always 
in the best taste, about the women of both classes. A 
good deal of quiet, oh, very quiet, flirtation used to go 
on, and this gave rise amongst us to rather broad jests 
and hints. Of course, many people from the town 
came in also, and these we considered fair game as well. 
One very fat man, accompanied by a tall, extremely 
thin woman, evidently his wife — they seemed to have 
no children — came regularly at least three times a 
week to listen to the music. If he and his lady knew 
all the fun they provided for us and the jokes uttered 
at their expense, I fancy that the square would never see 
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them again. What they did not know did not trouble 
them, and so they came as long as I remained in the 
depot and I daresay for long enough after I left it 

A very important consideration with a soldier, as 
with any other man, is his food. I think we got nearly 
enough — that is, the fellows who were used to it got 
enough — ^but the poor devils who were not used to slops 
and bread were badly off, especially those who, like 
myself, had schoolboy appetites. I have seen — this 
was in the battalion — veterans leaving part of their 
rations untouched and young soldiers, men under 
twenty-five, hungry the whole day long. Early in my 
soldiering I learned the blessed consolation of tobacco. 
Often when I was more hungry after a meal than before 
it, the soup and bread rather exciting my stomach 
than satisfying it, I have smoked till no sensation 
of emptiness remained. I don't know what a soldier in 
a Continental army would do without tobacco. Nearly 
all our scanty pay went to buy it, and, wretched stuff 
as it was, I have never enjoyed the best Havana as 
I used to enjoy the delicious smoke when all work 
and drill for the day were over and the pipe of comfort 
and blessed forgetfulness made paradise of a barrack 
room. 

We were good enough to one another. If the 
Spaniard had no tobacco he could generally get some, 
unless it were too scarce indeed, and then he had to be 
satisfied with half-a-dozen puffs from every pipe in the 
room. I say the Spaniard advisedly, for he was always 
without money; he had such an unfortunate trick of 
getting into trouble and losing his pay. At the same 
time I too have had to do with the whiffs when I 
longed for a pipeful of my own, and when you wanted 
to feel the taste of the weed in your mouth it was very 
good to get even them. When tobacco was very scarce 
with all we had more than one device for getting a 
smoke ; but there, these are only silly things, not that 
they seemed silly to us at the time. 
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While at our drill we were the most obedient fellows 
in the world, so were we too when doing the ordinary 
work of the soldier. But when the day's labour was 
done we were not to be ordered about at the will of any 
sergeant or corporal. Well they knew it too. Why, 
when a squad in No. 2 Company was bullied — out of 
hours, be it well understood — ^by their corporal a 
strange thing occurred. The corporal was found one 
afternoon — at least the corporal's body was found — in 
one of the latrines, and it was quite evident to the 
doctors that he had been suffocated. Suspicion fell at 
once upon the squad he commanded, but, and this was 
the strange thing, every one of them could prove that 
it was impossible for him to have hand, act or part, in the 
business, for some were on guard, and others were at drill, 
and others — rather peculiar, wasn't it? — had been directly 
under the eyes of the sergeant-major of the company. 
There was a sentry near the latrine, who, of course, had 
not left his post, and this man could tell within five 
minutes the time the corporal entered. He saw no 
others enter at or about the same time, but that was 
easily explained : a large hole had been broken through 
the back of one of the compartments, and half-a-dozen 
men could easily get through this in as many seconds, 
and, once in without being observed, the rest was 
easy. Nobody was ever even court-martialled for the 
murder, and, though many might be able to guess the 
names of the murderers, he would be a fool who did 
his guessing within earshot of even a corporal. One 
thing is certain, we had a fairly quiet time afterwards 
while I was in the depot, not that we weren't sworn at 
and abused just as much on parade — oh yes, we were — 
but when the quiet time came the saus-officiers had sense 
enough to leave us to ourselves. Well, it's all over now. 
The man who carried the business through died in 
Tonquin — he was a Russian — and he will turn up again 
in this narrative as ringleader of one of the most ex- 
citing incidents of my life. 
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I did not form any friendships in the depot True, 
there were fellows in the squad whom I liked better 
than others, but I never showed preference even for 
them. One thing chiefly prevented me from making 
friends : I was beginning to learn something about the 
world and its ways, or perhaps I should say about 
human nature, for with us conventionality was dropped 
when the belt came off for the last time in the evening 
and we spoke very freely to one another. If you liked 
something in a comrade's words or acts you told him 
so ; if you disliked anything you were equally out- 
spoken. Did a thought enter your mind worthy of 
being communicated, in your opinion, to the rest it 
made no difference whether it were immoral, or blas- 
phemous, or against the law, or contrary to discipline, 
out it came, and generally with a garnishment of oaths 
and obscene expressions. We very seldom spoke of 
what is good, except to laugh at and revile it When 
we saw a woman evidently very fond of her husband 
we said : " Ah, she is throwing dust in his eyes ; she has 
more than one lover." If we noticed a husband very 
devoted to his wife, why, it was certain that the 
devotion was only an excuse for watchfulness. Every- 
thing good was looked on with suspicion ; everything 
bad was natural, right, and obviously true. 

We were always looking forward to the future. 
When in the depot we yearned to be with the 
regiment; afterwards, when with the regiment in the 
south of Algeria, I found my comrades and myself 
thinking eagerly of the chances of going to the East 
Life in Tonquin, could not be so monotonous ; there 
was always fighting going on, and in any case you 
got the chance of looting on the sly after a battle or 
even a petty skirmish. This looking forward is, how- 
ever, common to most men, but we had a special reason 
for it, inasmuch as we were never comfortable or 
content, our lives being made up for the most part 
of work and drill and punishment, with an occasional 
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fight, which wonderfully enlivened the time fcH- those 
who had not to pay for it. 

When we had learned our drill pretty well the officers 
began to take more interest in us. Don't imagine that 
they were kind and nice to us, that they complimented 
us on our smartness and intelligence, or that they even 
dreamt of standing us a drink in the canteen. Oh no ; 
they were somewhat worse than the sergeants, and if 
their language was not so coarse it was equally cutting 
and abusive. By this time, however, we were case- 
hardened, and, besides, we knew that at last we were 
leaving the depot for ever, and the excitement induced 
by the expected change was in itself a source of joy. 
We who were about to go went around smiling and 
in good humour with ourselves and all the world. The 
men who knew that their stay would last for some time 
longer consoled themselves with the thought that at 
last it too must come to an end. Simple philosophy, 
wasn't it? but wonderfully comforting. 

We speculated about the battalions, about the 
stations, about the Arabs, about the Moors, about the 
war in Tonquin, about everything that we could think 
of as possibly affecting our after-life. I, mere school- 
boy that I was, was one of the most excited, and 
indulged in the most extravagant fancies and dreamt 
the most extraordinary dreams. 

At last the glorious day came. We were aroused 
at three o'clock in the morning, had finished breakfast, 
and were on the parade-ground at a little after four 
in full marching order. There we were addressed in 
a farewell speech by the commandant, who called us 
'' my children," as if he cared especially for each and 
all of us. I had almost to smile, but a smile at such 
a time would surely entail punishment. 

The band played us out of the gate, and off we 
marched, about 200 strong, all in good health and 
spirits, for the little station where lay the battalion 
for which we were designed. 



CHAPTEH IV 

'\X/'E went altc^ther by march route to our destina- 
tion. Every day was like the preceding one, and 
a short description of any day will do for all. Reveille 
at four o'clock, then while some pulled down and folded 
up the tents others cooked the morning coffee, at five 
or a little after we were e« route, at eight usually, but 
sometimes later, a halt was called for the morning soup ; 
that over, we put our best foot foremost until about 
eleven or half-past Now came the pleasantest and 
sleepiest part of the twenty-four hours. We ate a little, 
we smoked a little, we slept, or rather dozed, a little, until 
the bugles warned us at half-past three that another 
stretch of dry, dusty, throat-provoking road had to be 
accounted fon On again at four until six or seven or 
eight, with occasional rests of ten minutes each, and 
then there was nothing but cleaning up after the even- 
ing soup. When all was right and the sentries had 
been posted for the night you might talk and smoke 
if you liked, but as a rule you smoked first and fell 
asleep afterwards. 

It was not strange that we, who had been cooped up 
in the depot so long, enjoyed this march. It seemed 
to us that we were soldiers at last, not mere recruits, 
and dust and thirst and other inconveniences were 
matters to be put up with and laughed, at On the 
road we often sang ; at the end of the midday halt, 
while we helped one another with knapsack and belts, 
you might often hear songs of every country from the 
Urals to the Atlantic. Every man's spirits were high ; 
the long-expected change had worked wonders, and 
the officers, nay, even the sergeants and the corporals, 
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had little of abuse or swearing for us. True, our sous- 
officiers were not drill instructors ; of all things in the 
world teaching is the most wearing on the temper, and 
perhaps that is why there was so great a difference 
between the sergeants in the depot and the sergeants 
on the march. 

I think we did on an average about three miles an 
hour. It was good enough too, for there were the rifle 
and the knapsack to be carried, and the greatcoat and 
the blanket and the ammunition, and all the other im- 
pedimenta of the soldier. The straps of the knapsack 
galled me a bit, and I soon found out the difference 
between a march out from barracks for a few hours 
and a day-after-day tramp through the heat and the 
dust with the knowledge that you carried your bed 
and most of your board upon your person. The rest 
at the end of the hour, for we always halted for ten 
minutes after a fifty minutes' march, was a great help ; 
and, again, I was a little too proud, or too vain if you 
like to call it so, to fall out of the ranks while my 
comrades were steadily marching on. After all, pride 
or vanity, call it what you will, never hurts a youngster, 
though it should make him slightly overwork himself 
in trying to keep up with those who are his seniors in 
age and his betters in endurance. All the same, when 
the day's march was over, it was delightful to pull off 
knapsack, boots and all, and to feel that there were 
before you eight or nine hours of complete freedom 
from toil. 

One night, however, things were not quite so well 
with me. It was my turn for guard, and when we 
halted for the night I with others was turned out of 
the ranks at once. The first sentries were soon posted, 
and the remainder of us had a couple of hours in or 
near the guard tent to enjoy our evening meal. When 
that was over we all had a smoke, and at nine — ^we had 
halted at seven — the reliefs were wanted. I felt very 
lazy as I got up, took my rifle, and set out with the 
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corporal of the guard to my post There I remained 
until eleven, was relieved until one, and went again on 
sentinel duty until three. At four the usual routine 
b^an, and I remember that, after the wakeful night, 
the day's march seemed very long. When we halted 
at midday I fell asleep, and when the march was over 
I foi^ot to smoke, and, curling myself up in my great- 
coat and blanket, became utterly oblivious of all that 
occurred until the reveille next morning awakened me to 
another day. I don't remember much of the country 
through which we passed. Most of the time my ears 
were more engaged than my eyes, for many a good 
story was told and many a happy jest passed as we 
tramped along in the dust and sun. Some fellows told 
us stories of life in their own countries, and if they did 
not adhere exactly to the truth, why, that only made the 
stories better. Others could not see a man or a woman 
— especially a woman — on either flank but straightway 
they criticised and joked, and very clever we used to 
fancy the criticisms and jokes were. Some again were 
good singers, and these were constantly shouted at to 
sing, especially the men who sang comic songs. I dare- 
say some of these songs, if not all, were scarcely fit for 
a drawing-room, but as no ladies were present it did not 
seem to make much difference. Then we had a bugle 
march occasionally — say half-a-dozen times a day — 
and I for one found the bugles wonderfully inspiriting. 
While the bugles were playing none of us seemed to 
feel the road beneath our feet ; we stopped talking, we 
almost gave up smoking, the step became more regular, 
and the ranks closed up. I suppose a musician would 
call a bugle march monotonous; well, it may be so, 
but how many men out of 200 are musicians? But 
we had more music than that. Some of the fellows 
had brought along musical instruments of small size- 
tin whistles, flageolets, and such things. Very well they 
played too. Many were fairly good whistlers, and so 
^ there was a variety of means to drive away dull care ; 
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indeed, I think we were the joUiest and most careless 
set in the world. Even when the sun had been very 
hot and the road more than usually dusty we had 
always the thought that the end of the annoyance 
would come when we reached our battalion and that 
every day brought us nearer to the men who were to 
take the place of home and country, friends and relations, 
for five years. We fancied that they would be just like 
ourselves, and we liked one another too well not to be 
satisfied. 

It was while on this march that I first saw how 
soldiers are punished when there is no prison near or 
when it is deemed best to give a short, sharp punish- 
ment to an offender. Of course, I refer to cases where 
the offence does not merit a court-martial. We had 
halted for the evening near a small village, and some 
fellows had gone to it, more, I suppose, out of curiosity 
than because they had any business there. I was not 
with them, and I never fully learned what occurred^ut 
I know there was a woman in the case. Whether she 
deserted the corporal for the private soldier, or refused 
to leave the private when his superior made advances 
to her I cannot tell, but some words passed between 
the men, and the corporal made a report to the sergeant, 
who passed it on to the captain. Very few questions 
were asked ; the man was taken to a spot near the 
guard tent, where he would be directly under the eyes 
of a sentry, and there he was put, as we termed it, en 
crapaudine. This is how it was done. First his hands 
were pinioned behind his back, then his ankles were 
shackled tightly to each other, afterwards the fastenings 
of his wrists were bound closely to the ankle bonds, so 
that he was compelled to remain in a kneeling posture 
with his head and body drawn back. After some time 
pains began to be felt in the arms, across the abdomen, 
and at the knees and ankles. These pains increased 
rapidly, and at last became intolerable. Yet he dared 
not cry out, or at least no one would cry out until he 
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could not help it» for the sleeping men ought not to be 
disturbed, and at the first cry a gag was placed between 
the teeth. This poor devil did not get much punish- 
ment I think he was en crapaudine for only an hour 
or so, but, take my word for it, if you place a man in 
that position for four, five, or six hours, he will be in no 
hurry to get himself into trouble again. There are 
other punishments too— the silo, for instance — but I 
shall not describe these now, as I shall have occasion 
further on to tell all about them when I am dealing 
with life in the regiment 

We did not always lie under canvas on the march. 
Sometimes we halted at a garrison town or at canton- 
ments, and then some, if not all, of us were placed in 
huts for the night We saw all kinds of soldiers there. 
We met zouaves, chasseurs, turcos, spahis, zephyrs, but 
with none had we much intercourse. This was due to 
several reasons. We came in hot and tired and with 
little desire for anything except food and rest, and 
besides we had to clean up clothes, boots, and arms for 
the parade and inspection in the early morning. Then 
the regular French troops, and even, I must admit, the 
native Algerian soldiers, looked with contempt upon us, 
and you may be sure that we of the Legion returned 
the contempt and the contemptuous words with interest. 
They never went very far in showing their feelings 
towards our fellows, for we had an ugly reputation ; 
more than once a company or two of Legionaries had 
made a desperate attack on a battalion even, and it was 
well known through Algeria that when the Legionaries 
began a fight there would be, as was often said, " blood 
upon shirts " before the fight was over. Therefore the 
others stood rather in awe of our men, and they did not 
quite like the idea of having anything to do with us, 
even though we were only recruits on the way to the 
battalion, for every soldier knows that the recruit is 
even more anxious to follow the regimental tradition 
than the veteran. The latter feels tfiat he is part and 
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parcel of the corps and that his reputation is not likely 
to suffer ; the former is only too eager to show that he 
accepts, wholly and unreservedly, the ideas handed 
down to him, and, besides, he has not been altogether 
brought under discipline. Thus, though we saw men 
in many uniforms we got to know very little about 
them — indeed, all our information came from the cor- 
porals — and I may add here that the corporals impressed 
upon us that we were never to fight individually with 
Frenchmen or natives, but that, if a general quarrel took 
place, we were to remember our duty to the Legion and 
make it " warm weather " for our opponents. Afterwards 
on more than one occasion we followed that advice. 

Once or twice a little unpleasantness arose amongst 
ourselves. It never went very far ; the others, who were 
not desirous of seeing their comrades get into trouble, 
always put an end to the business before any real harm 
was done. I had nothing to do with any of these dis- 
putes save once, when, in the rdle of peacemaker, I sat 
with another fellow for more than half-an-hour on an 
Italian who was thirsting for the blood of a Portuguese. 
The Portuguese was receiving similar attentions from 
two others at the opposite side of the tent. It was 
funny how the thing came about. The Italian had got, 
somewhere or somehow — I suppose he stole it — a bottle 
of brandy, and, instead of sharing all round, gave half 
to his comrade the Portuguese and drank the other 
half himself When they returned to the tent they 
were quarrelling, and evidently drunk. After some time 
they began to fight, and we left them alone, as they had 
been so mean about the liquor, until we saw the Italian 
reaching for his bayonet. Then the rest of us joined 
in, and the precious pair of rascals, who had forgotten 
their comrades when they were happy, got something 
which made them rise in the morning with more aches 
in the body than they had in the head. They apolo- 
gised the next day and we forgave them. This was 
another lesson to me. I saw that when a man got any- 
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thing outside his ordinary share of good things he was 
supposed to go share and share alike with the rest of 
his squad. Many a time afterwards I have seen men 
who had at one time been of good position at home, and 
whose relatives could and would send them money, 
openly show the amount received in tent or hut or 
barrack room, and we others went out to spend that 
money when the evening came with just as much belief 
in our right to do so as if the money had been sent to 
the squad and not to the man. Well, the rich ones did 
not lose in the end, for they got many a favour from 
their comrades which the average soldier would be a 
fool to expect. 

The corporal of my squad on the march south was 
a rather good fellow. I am not quite. sure whether he 
was a German or an Austrian by birth. He had seen 
a good deal of Algerian life, and was determined as 
soon as his term was up to get clear away for ever from 
Africa. This was not pleasant news. Here was a 
corporal, a man of over four years* service, whose whole 
and sole idea it was to leave the Legion and the country. 
It plainly proved that the life before us was not the most 
attractive in the world, and the thought often crossed my 
mind that perhaps I had been a fool to try soldiering in 
such a corps. With the happy-go-lucky recklessness of 
youth, however, I quickly got rid of these fancies, and I 
could console myself that five years would not be long pas- 
sing, and at the very worst I should have learned more, sit- 
uated as I was, than if I were to spend the term at school, 
and at such a school as the one I had been attending. 

I got on fairly well with the others of my squad. I 
have never been inclined to affront people, and I can 
honestly say that I have never shirked my work, and 
these qualities, added to a natural cheerfulness of dis- 
position which caused me to look at the bright side of 
things, helped me very much all through my stay in 
the Foreign Legion. Indeed, there was only one man 
who was disliked by all. He was a Pole, a German 
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Pole, I believe, and he had the most sarcastic tongue 
of all the men IVe ever met. His sneering smile was 
almost as bad as his cutting tongue. While speaking 
politely he said little things that one could not very 
well resent, and that, therefore, hurt one the more. It's 
bad to be an idler, and worse to have a nasty way of 
openly abusing and insulting people, but the worst gift 
of God to a man is the gift of sarcasm. The sarcastic 
man never has a friend. There are, of course, always 
men who will fawn upon and flatter him, but that will 
be only through fear of his tongue— even they who most 
court him rejoice inwardly at his misfortunes. He can't 
be always lucky, he must take his bad fortune as it 
comes, and when it does come he cannot help knowing 
that all who know him are glad. 

It was well, I think, for our friend the Pole that the 
journey did not last a week longer. Somebody or other 
would be sure to lose his temper, and if one blow were 
struck, twenty would surely follow, for we all hated him. 
He said something about a gorilla one day, looking 
hard all the while at the Italian already mentioned, and 
It was a wonder that there was no fight. There would 
have been, I feel sure, but that the bugles sounded the 
assemble for the last march of the day, and the Italian, 
who was no beauty, had a few hours of marching to 
get cool. The Pole was quiet enough for the next 
couple of days, and by that time we were within six 
hours' march of our destination. 

Before describing the battalion to which I now be- 
longed I must say a few words about the Foreign 
Legion in general, so that the peculiar characteristics of 
the corps may be understood. All that I shall mention 
in this chapter is that one sunny afternoon about four 
o'clock we marched into camp on the borders of the 
Sahara amid the cheers of our future comrades, and 
that within an hour our 200 men were divided amongst 
the four companies that constituted the 2nd Battalion 
of the First Regiment of the Ldgion itrangire. 



CHAPTER V 

pOR centuries the armies of France have had a certain 
proportion of foreign troops. Readers of Scott will 
remember the Scottish archers, and there is a regiment 
in the British army to-day which was at one time a 
Scottish corps in the service of the Most Christian Kings 
of France. Almost everyone has heard of the Irish 
Brigade, a force whose records fill many a bloody and 
glorious page of European history and whose prowess 
more than once turned the ebb-tide of defeat into the 
full flood of victory. It has been computed that 
almost 500,000 Irishmen died in the French service ; 
and we may well imagine that half-a-million dashing 
soldiers did not yield up their lives for nothing. 

In the time of the great Napoleon there were many 
foreign brigades in the grand army. Everybody has 
read of the famous Polish lancers who time and again 
shattered the chivalry of Prussia, Austria, and Muscovy 
in those combats of giants, when kingdoms were the 
prizes and marshalships and duchies mere consolations 
for the less lucky ones. These Poles were magnificent 
fools. Poniatowski and his riders clung to Napoleon, 
led the way in his advances, covered the rear in his 
retreats, and all the while the cynical emperor had 
little, if any, thought of restoring the ancient glories of 
Poland, and thus repaying the country for the valour 
and devotion of her sons. Other foreign cavalry he had 
as well, but they became more or less mixed with the 
native Frenchmen, and thus do not stand out so boldly 
to our mental vision as the Poles. Chief amongst the 
great emperor's foreign infantry brigades was the Irish 
one. Indeed, to this one alone of them an eagle was 
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entrusted, and it may do no harm to remark here that 
that eagle, much as it was coveted by certain enemies, 
was never lost, and was handed back to French custody 
when the Irish Brigade ceased to exist as an inde- 
pendent body after tite final defeat at Waterloo. Most 
of the brigade, not caring for the monarchy after having 
so long and so faithfully served the empire, took ad- 
vantage of the offer made to them of taking service 
under the British monarch, and were incorporated in 
various regiments of the British army. I ndeed, in the late 
twenties and early thirties of the nineteenth century it 
was by no means uncommon to meet in Irish villages 
a war-worn veteran who had been in most of the great 
European battles — ^Jena, Austerlitz, Borodino, Waterloo 
— and had finished his soldiering under the burning 
suns of Hindostan. 

In the Crimea, again, a foreign legion, somewhat 
like the legion formed by the British Government for 
the same campaign, was amongst the troops sent out by 
Napoleon the Third. I know very little about this 
corps, but I am quite sure that it got its full share, and 
more, of danger, hard work, and privations. Anyway 
the Crimean campaign, except for a few battles, was 
more a contest against nature than against the enemy. 

In the Franco-Prussian war we next find mention of 
the Legionaries. At the battle of Orleans, when that 
city was captured by the Prussians, the Foreign Legion 
and the Pontifical Zouaves covered the French re- 
treat. When we learn that out of 1500 of the former 
only 36 remained at the end of the day there will 
be little need to ask where were the Legionaries 
during the rest of the war. It must be remembered 
also, that the 1500 men who fought and fell outside 
Orleans were the remains of the Legionaries brought 
from Algeria, and that their comrades left behind were 
amongst the most distinguished of those who quelled 
the rebellion of the Kabyles in the year *7i. It is 
only just to mention that the Pontifical Zouaves 
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covered themselves with glory at this fight ; they went 
into action along with the Legion on the nth of 
October 1870, 370 strong, of whom only 17 survived 
the day. 

The Foreign Legion, as I knew it, consisted, as I 
believe it still consists, of two regiments, each con- 
taining four battalions. As a battalion numb^s 
1000 men the total strength of the service soldiers 
may be put at 8000. In addition there are depot 
men, including band, drill instructors, and recruits ; 
but I have said enough about the depot already, so 
I shall now confine myself altogether to the service 
soldiers. 

Every battalion is divided into four companies, and 
thus a company contains, approximately, 250 officers, 
sub - officers, and soldiers. The officers are three — 
captain, lieutenant, and sub - lieutenant Next comes 
the sergeant - major of the company, a sub - officer 
who keeps the accounts. There are two sergeants, one 
for each of the two sections into which the company is 
divided, and under them a number of corporals in com- 
mand of squads, every squad being, be it understood, a 
distinct unit in the economy of the section to which 
it belongs. The men are divided into two classes, the 
first and the second, and from the first class are chosen 
the corporals as vacancies arise. 

The uniform consists of kepi with a brass grenade in 
front, blue tunic with black belt, red trousers, or white, 
according to the season. With the red trousers go 
black gaiters, with the white ones white spats, some- 
what like those worn by Highland soldiers in the 
British army. The knapsack, greatcoat, and other 
impedimenta are rather heavy, especially when 150 
rounds of ball cartridge are included. I don't know 
the exact weight, but I remember that I used to feel 
an ugly drag on my shoulders at the end of a day's 
march. The pouch for ammunition at the side also 
pressed heavily against the body, and we often wished 
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that those who had the arrangement of a man's equip- 
ment should wear it on the march, day in day out, if 
only for a month. There might be some common-sense 
displayed by them after that. But in all ages and 
nations a man's accoutrements — I use the word in the 
most general sense — have been decided on by tailors 
and good-for-nothing generals — oh, there are plenty of 
them in every army in the world — and, worst of all, by 
women, who twist and turn the said generals around 
their little fingers. Look at a private soldier of any 
army when standing at attention in full marching 
order; you are pleased with the sight; his head is 
erect, his straightened shoulders seem easily to support 
the heavy pack behind ; the twin pouches look so beauti- 
fully symmetrical. Ask that soldier how he feels at the 
end of a thirty-mile march. If he isn't a liar, he will 
tell you that the rifle is rather heavy, but he doesn't 
mind that ; that the pack galls a bit, but that's to be 
expected ; and that the pouches weighted with ammuni- 
tion have given him a dull, heavy pain in each side just 
above, he imagines, where the kidneys are, and if that 
pain could be avoided he would think little of all the 
rest. Many a time I have taken the packets of cart- 
ridges from the pouches before we had gone a quarter 
of a mile and stowed them away between the buttons 
of my tunic — there they had ribs and breast bone to 
rest against. Why don't the people whose business and 
interest it is to get the best out of the private soldier 
give the private soldier a chance? But they won't. Of 
all the humbugs on the face of Grod's earth the military 
officer of, say, twenty years* service is the worst. 

The soldier of the second class wore no decoration 
on his sleeve, the soldier of the first class had a red 
chevron, the corporal wore two red chevrons, the ser- 
geant a single gold one, and the sergeant-major two 
gold ones. It was a good thing to be a soldier of the 
first class, not because you wore a chevron or got extra 
pay, but because, when a charge was made against you 
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by sei^eant or corporal, the officers would listen care- 
fully to your defence, and you generally got what the 
second-class man rarely got — a fair ch^ce as well as a 
patient hearing. 

Squad etiquette was rather peculiar. You were 
assigned to a squad, and on entering were made free, 
as I may say, of the mess, and how you got on after- 
wards with your enforced comrades depended largely 
on yourself. You might be very well liked, or thoroughly 
disliked, but violent likes and dislikes were rather un- 
common. As a rule, you had just a little trouble in 
asserting your right to a fair share, and that always, of 
what was going. If you had a dispute with another 
your comrades looked on and listened ; If you came to 
blows they prevented the affair from going too far ; and 
unless the corporal was a brute he allowed his squad 
to arrange their own affairs out of working hours in 
their own way. But you dared not form friendships with 
men outside the squad ; if you did you were set upon 
and punished in every way by your comrades, and your 
friend was served in the same way by his. Let me give 
an instance. A rather nice, quiet fellow, an Alsatian, 
was in my squad at a place called Zenina when we 
received a new draft of recruits from the depot. Amongst 
these was another Alsatian, who came from the same 
place as my comrade, and, as was natuntl, the two 
became fast friends. IJnder the circumstances nothing 
was said at first, and had either asked for a transfer to 
his friend's squad all would have been well. After 
some time, however, the comrades of both began to 
object. Why, we asked one another, should Schmidt 
openly abandon us and our genial company for a man 
who should by right be good comrade with others? 
Well, Schmidt was abused, and bore the abuse calmly ; 
he got only half a share at meals, and still did not go 
further than a meek protest ; he came back after seeing 
his chum, and found all his kit flung outside the door of 
tiie hut, his rifle fouled, his bayonet covered with salt 
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water, his straps dirty, and his buckles dull ; still he 
bore with all. Next evening he went to visit his friend, 
and, while he was absent, we formed a soldiers' court- 
martial and tried him. One man represented the accuser, 
another took the part of Schmidt, but the result was quite 
evident from the first He was found guilty of neglect- 
ing his duties as a comrade, and as he had openly aban- 
doned his squad and thereby shown his contempt for 
it, at the same time exposing us to the derision of all 
the battalion, it was high time that the squad should 
adequately punish him and thus vindicate its character. 

The chief difficulty was about the punishment It 
was first proposed that we should put him en crapaudine 
for a night, seizing and binding him while all in the 
cantonments were asleep, and releasing him in the morn- 
ing before the reveille. However, it was pointed out that 
the corporal would not be likely to permit that, and, if 
he did permit it, Schmidt might report the matter and 
get the corporal into trouble. Now the corporal was a 
good fellow. He swore at us and abused us and would 
allow not even a sullen muttering in reply, but he would 
not, if he could help it, of course, get a man into trouble 
with the sergeant or the captain or the commandant 
Occasionally he would find a bottle of wine, half-a- 
bottle of brandy, or a score or two of cigarettes in his 
corner. He said nothing, and as soon as the bottle was 
empty he did not have anything more to do with it : 
it was removed without a word by some one of us and 
quietly, I may say unostentatiously, deposited where its 
presence need not be accounted for by any of our squad. 

After a good deal of talking we finally settled on a 
plan. What it was will appear in a short time. That 
night we could not do as we had resolved, for the 
corporal came in at an early hour in the evening as 
drunk and as abusive as a man could be. He rolled 
against me, and cursed me for a dirty, drunken pig, who 
could not carry his liquor like a soldier. He stood 
tottering in his corner of the room, and gave out more 
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bad language than he had ever done before. And we 
were not quiet. He got quite as much as he gave ; we 
described for his benefit our conceptions of his father 
and. his mother — his father was a dog and his mother the 
female of the same species — we attributed to himself all 
the bad qualities that we could think of ; we even called 
him coward, and dared him to report us at once to the 
sergeant or the captain. He knew, and we knew, that 
if he did so his arrest would at once follow and that 
the chevrons on his arm would not be worth one of the 
brass buttons on his tunic. We overpowered him with 
abuse at length, and he fell asleep muttering curses 
and threats, which were altogether forgotten in the 
morning. 

Next evening the chance came. The corporal had 
taken a hint that it would be just as well for him for 
his own sake to have some appointment that would 
keep him away until the last moment before roll call. 
I may admit that when he woke in the morning he 
looked, and I suppose felt, very ill, and even refused 
his morning coffee when it was first offered to him. I 
took the coffee then from the man who had offered it, 
and, while all the rest, as it had been arranged, turned 
their backs, poured into it nearly a quarter of a pint 
of brandy. He saw what I was doing and took the 
mixture from me. Smelling it carefully first, he 
swallowed a little ; liking the taste, he swallowed some 
more; and in less than two minutes he handed back 
the empty vessel to me, with a wink and a nod of the 
head that told me how delightful had been the little 
surprise prepared for him. 

As he was going out another man held out his hand 
with a couple of cigarettes. "Thanks, my comrade, 
how you are kind ! " said the sous-officier. 

When he came in for soup, I again poured some 
brandy from the bottle into a tin cup in such a way 
that the corporal saw but the rest did not, being dis- 
creetly engaged. He did not wait to have it carried 
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to him, he came swiftly round, took the cup, and drained 
it at a gulp. Then somebody left six or eight cigarettes 
near the corporal's bedplace, and all walked out except 
the corporal and myself. I went to the door, looked 
out, came back to my own bunk, took out a bottle of 
wme nearly three-quarters full and the tin cup, walked 
over to the corporal, filled the cup to the brim, and 
dutifully offered it to my superior officer. He drank, 
and returned the empty cup to me. Filling it for my- 
self, I finished the contents, and then asked him for a 
cigarette — ^just one. The corporal gave it me, and I 
began the conversation. 

" Bad for us others if you lost the chevrons, corporal." 

" Why ? Why ? what did I say last night ? " 

" Oh, nothing to speak about ; but, corporal " 

Then I stopped and looked straight at him. 

" Well, my comrade, what do you wish to say ? " 

Now he was afraid ; he began to fear something hidden 
by the kindness. 

" But, my corporal, could you not make an appoint- 
ment now, so that after the evening soup you would 
be engaged until roll call — away from this place and in 
good company ? " 

" Oh yes, yes ; that is easy." 

" And your comrade might like to smoke and drink 
a little; if so, my corporal, after the evening soup, 
when we others leave the room, look behind your 
knapsack." 

" Good comrade ; but will anything happen ? " 

" Yes ; a man will go to hospital for a week." 

" To hospital ? " 

" Yes." 

" Only to hospital ? " 

" My honour ; only to hospital." 

" And for a week ? " 

" Well, perhaps for ten days." 

" But only to hospital ? " 

" Have I not pledged my honour ? " 
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" Very good ; I will see my good friend Jean this 
evening. But you, you will remember, only the hospital." 

After the evening soup, as all were going out, he 
called me. 

" It is settled, my comrade ; only the hospital?" 

" But yes," I answered. 

" Not this ? " said the corporal, fingering a bayonet. 

I shook my head. 

" Not this ? " and he touched the butt of a rifle. 

I answered as before. 

" And only hospital ; word of honour ? " 

" Word of honour," I replied. 

" Be it so then ; I am well content" 

Then he looked behind his knapsack and found half- 
a-bottle of brandy, a bottle of wine, and six cigars. He 
turned, put out his hand to me, and said : 

" You are my good comrade. Have no fear ; if there 
should be trouble, it is you, it is you that I will save." 
I laughed and shook his hand ; he gave me a cigar, and 
the next moment was sorry for his generosity. 

Schmidt went ofTafter the evening soup to see his chum. 

" Very well, very well," we said to one another. Lots 
were quickly drawn — we had not a sou amongst us to 
toss with — and Nicholas the Russian, Guillaume the 
Belgian, Jean Jacques from Lorraine, and I were chosen 
as executioners of justice. The others lounged outside 
in different places, all anxious to let us know in good 
time of the arrival of the condemned. About an hour 
after soup we were warned that he was coming towards 
the hut At once the blanket which was ready was 
laid on the ground directly inside the door, and each 
man stood at his corner waiting for the victim. The 
others outside gaily saluted him, and the fool did not 
suspect the unusual courtesy ; he was humming an air 
to himself as he stepped through the doorway on to 
the blanket. In a second we had raised it at the 
corners ; he stumbled and fell, in a limp heap, in the 
bottom. We jerked the blanket upward, and crash 
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came his head against the roof of the hut We let go at 
the word of command, given by the Russian ; flop went 
his body against the floor. Again and again this was re- 
peated, till our arms were tired, and the others who had 
crowded in and had been excited by the fun swore that 
he had not been punished sufliciently and that they 
would take our places. I was glad enough to surrender 
my corner to an Italian, for, indeed, my arms were weary, 
and my feelings — I was only a boy, you must remember 
— ^were shocked at the sight of the unresisting and 
almost insensible bit of humanity in the blanket 

After a short time the Russian said the game should 
stop, and we, the other appointed dispensers of punish- 
ment, backed him up. Some grumbled, but' Nicholas, 
to give him his due, was not a man to be turned from 
his purpose, and his reputation was such that nobody 
was very anxious to fall out with him. So the blanket 
was dropped for the last time, pulled from under the 
Alsatian, replaced on his bed, and we all went out, 
leaving the wretched fellow groaning on the ground. 
After a short talk we came back, gave him a drink, put him 
to bed, and prepared to meet the corporal on his return. 

The corporal came in a little before roll call. 

"What's wrong?" he asked as he heard the moan- 
ing of the Alsatian. Nobody answered. The corporal 
went across to the injured man's cot and again inquired. 
The poor devil told him as well as he could, and the 
sous-officUr at once ordered us all not to leave the hut 
until his return. He went out, and came back in a few 
minutes with the sergeant of the section. There is no 
need in telling all about the inquiry that followed ; 
sufBce it to say that the corporal was the only man 
sleeping in the room that night — the Alsatian was in 
hospital and we others under guard. 

Of course, our conduct was approved of throughout the 
battalion. Regimental tradition is dearer than justice, 
and we were regarded as good soldiers and good com- 
rades who had merely vindicated our honour. But the 



48 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

army tradition is : when a charge is made and proved, 
punish. Officers tnay sympathise, but they must punish. 
Therefore we of the squad, corporal and Alsatian ex- 
cepted, were sentenced to do extra drill every day for 
a month and sleep in our clothes under guard every 
night. It was a hard punishment The weather was 
hot, we had little change of underclothing, and when 
we lay down on the planks for the night with the shirts 
and drawers on that we had worn during the day our 
sleep was restless, fitful, and uneasy. It is a wonder 
we did not mutiny ; however, that would be going too 
far, so we counted the days and nights that intervened 
until we should be free soldiers again. The Alsatian 
was transferred from the hospital to another battalion^ 
and I came across him again, and was glad to find that 
he bore no malice ; indeed, he admitted that we were 
justified in acting as we had done and that it was his 
own fault, as he had not asked for a transfer. 

The incident I have related will give some idea of 
my life in the corps. I shall have soon to relate another 
story, which will show that jealousy might arise between 
companies as well as in a squad. 



CHAPTER VI 

ABOUT this time there were signs of a disturbance 
amongst the semi-savage tribes that hold the oases 
on the borders of the great desert* These are not, and 
I daresay never will be, brought completely under sub- 
jection. They are to the French in Algeria what the 
hill tribes of the Himalayas are to the British in Hindo- 
Stan. They are by nature, proud, fierce, suspicious ; by 
religion, contemptuous of Christian dogs; by habit, 
predatory. They are fairly well armed, indeed, they 
make their own weapons and ammunition. When they 
go on the warpath there is always more trouble than 
one would expect, considering their numbers ; they are 
so elusive, so trained to forced marches, so dashing in 
attack and swift in retreat, that the Grovemment has to 
allow at least three men for every Arab. If a general 
could corner them and get well home with the bayonet 
after the usual preliminaries of shell firing and musketry, 
or if the rascals would only come on and have done 
with it, a quarter of the number would suffice. But these 
pleasant tilings don't occur — I mean pleasant for the 
man with the modern rifle — at least, if they do, it is 
only when all the oases of the district have been seized, 
and then the Arabs may prefer to hazard all on a big 
fight, but as a rule they bow to destiny and surrender. 

Well, one morning we noticed the commandant and 
other oflScers jubilant and smiling, and very soon the 
news got down to us through the sous-officiers that our 
battalion was for active service. How delighted we 
were ! All punishments in the battalion were at once 
remitted ; we had no more to suffer for the aflTair of 
the Alsatian ; and the other squad, which had treated 
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Alsatian number two in a similar manner, was also in- 
cluded in the pardon. 

We were not long getting ready for the march. The 
day after the good news came the battalion tramped 
out of cantonments nearly iioo strong, every man in 
good condition, and with 1 50 cartridges in his pouches. 
A significant order was given on the parade ground, 
when we formed up for the last time in column of 
companies. We were told to break open each man 
a packet of cartridges and to load. We did so^ and 
the commandant addressed us, and gave us fair warn- 
ing that he could not permit accidents — ^he laid great 
stress on the word and repeated it more than once — he 
told us that if an accident did occur it would be bad for 
the man whose rifle should be found to be discharged ; 
he quoted the Bible to us, saying something about " a 
life for a life and a tooth " — ^yes, I think it was a tooth 
— " for a tooth." The old soldiers understood, and we 
others learned the meaning before we came to the first 
halting-place. 

The fact is, in every raiment, and nowhere more 
than in the Foreign Legion, there are unpopular officers 
and sub-officers, and there are feuds amongst the men, 
and what is easier than to loose off a rifle accidentally 
and, accidentally as it were, hit the man you dislike ? 
In action the thing is done far more commonly than 
people suppose — and that is the safest time to do it ; but 
after a fight, when all the men's rifles are foul, and when a 
cartridge can be flung away as soon as used, a bullet is 
sometimes sent through a tent on the off-chance of 
hitting the right man within. So the commandant was 
justified when he warned and threatened us about 
accidents. 

We marched about twenty-five kilometres every day, 
and did it cheerfully. We did not mind the country 
through which we passed, for all our thoughts were 
turned to the work before us. The veterans were in 
good humour. What advice they gave! "When the 
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Arab charges you, mon enfant, or when you charge the 

Arab, which is better, thrust at his face the first time 

and at his body the second." " But why ? " " Ah, my 

boy, give him the bayonet in the body and still he will 

strike ; give it to him in the head, and then you can 

finish with a second stroke. And, again, the glint of 

the bayonet will disturb his aim, and, even should you 

miss with the first thrust, you can always get your \ 

weapon back and send it home before he recovers — of 

course, that is if you are quick enough. Moreover, the 

Arab expects you to lunge at his body, and you must 

always, if you are a good soldier, disappoint your 

enemy. Then there is no protection for his face ; but a 

button or a piece of brass, even a secretly-worn cuirass, 

may turn your point and leave you at his mercy." 

We eagerly drank in all this and similar hints fron/' 
the men of experience. The old soldiers were delighted. 
We were all as happy as schoolboys out for a holiday ; 
we endured the heat and dust without muttering a com- 
plaint ; nay, even old quarrels were forgotten, and the 
man ivho would not look at his detested comrade a 
month before now helped him with h)s knapsack or 
offered some tobacco, with a friendly smile. 

When the halt was called in the evening, the sentries 
were posted, the fires lit, the Ij^tle tents put up, the 
messes cooked for the squads ; but very soon the air of 
bustle and activity gave place to an appearance of quiet 
ease. When the last meal of the day was over, and the 
rifles, bayonets, straps, clothes, and everything else had 
been cleaned, we lay about the camp in small parties, 
here two or three, there half-a-dozen, yonder a full 
squad. Again we listened to the vteux soldats\ we 
made them repeat their stories of war and pillage ; we 
eagerly questioned them about the chances of loot. 
Some of our fellows had fought in the Russo-Turkish 
war of '78 ; Nicholas, whom I have mentioned, was 
believed to have commanded a company of Russian 
guards at the siege of Plevna, and, though he never 
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said in so many words that he had even carried a rifle 
and knapsack in that war, he told us stories of it that 
could be told only by an onlooker, and it was easy to 
see that he was a man of birth and education, and, 
judging by the money with which his purse was often 
filled — not for long though, as he was a prince to spend — 
of wealth as well. It was during this march that I 
learned for the first time the privileges of a soldier as 
the soldier conceives them — I mean his chances when 
the fighting is over and the enemy's camp, village, or 
town is in his hands. Perhaps I had best say nothing 
or, if anything at all, but little of them. One thing I 
may mention ; it is foolish for people to suppose that 
fighting men of to-day are at all different from their 
compeers of yore — ^the only change is that the rapine and 
the pillage are not boasted of so openly — but there is 
just as little of the spirit of Christianity in a so-called 
civilised army as there used to be in a legion of Julius 
Caesar, perhaps even less. Many people will regret 
this, and yet you always find the goody-goodies and 
even the women loudest in crying out for war to avenge 
the wrongs, or fancied wrongs, of their country or to 
acquire new territory and new trade. I say this : if the 
women of the world only once realised to the full what 
war means to the women of the losers they would 
throw all their weight into the scale of peace. And 
remember, armaments are such to-day that no nation 
is absolutely safe from invasion ; social questions, the 
relations between capital and labour, the currency, 
slave labour amongst whites, even in the United States 
— most happily situated of all countries — ^the eternal 
feud between whites and blacks in the South — any of 
these may at any moment cause a war worse than a 
war of invasion, because more bitter, more relentless, 
more capable of leaving a heritage of hate. Who is 
the more to be blamed : the rigid moralist at home who 
admits that most wars are the devil's work but pro- 
claims that the war which he favours and shouts for 
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is really blessed by God ; or the soldier who, after dreary 
weeks or months of weary marching, with broken boots 
or no boots at all during the day, and chilling nights 
with only a tattered greatcoat or a ragged blanket to 
save him from the dew, with the memory upon him of 
hunger and thirst, of dust and fatigue, of constant 
knowledge that any moment may see him a corpse or 
a maimed weakling on the ground, forgets the Ten 
Commandments and even his natural humanity when 
the final charge has been successful and the chance has 
at last come for, in part at least, repaying himself, as 
soldiers have since war began repaid themselves, for toil 
and trouble and danger in the conquered town ? Blame 
the man who does wrong if you will, but blame more 
the foolish people who, fancying that rapine and pillage 
can never stalk abroad in their own happy land, let 
loose the dogs of war upon their neighbours. The 
Carthaginian maids and matrons acclaimed their re- 
turning heroes ; the day came when the Roman legion- 
aries taught those very maids and matrons the real 
meaning of war. How proud the Roman women were 
of their gallant warriors when the gorgeous triumph 
unfolded itself on the long road to the Capitol ! With 
what different feelings did they look on war as the news 
came that Attila had forced his way into the rich plains 
of Lombardy ; or, even before that, with what agonised 
apprehension did they not look forth from the walls 
at the red glare in the sky that told of the presence of 
Hannibal ? We abuse Turks and Arabs, Filipinos and 
Chinese, the Baggara from the desert and the tribal 
mountaineers from the borders of Afghanistan because, 
forsooth, they do not make war as Christianity dictates. 
And what about the allied armies in China of late? 
They were Christians — by repute at least ; but what were 
they in reality ? Just a little worse than the Boxers, 
that is all. Do I blame them? No; I know the 
temptations ; I know how quickly the soldiers of Chris- 
tian, so-called Christian, armies are taught to forget the 
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Ten Commandments. I am not surprised, nor do I feel 
called upon to censure. I shall leave the casting of 
stones to the people who are always strong to resist 
their passions, especially those passions which soldiers 
feel and yield to most readily — lust of others' property, 
which your virtuous stockbroker will never allow to 
enter into his bosom ; lust of strong drink, which never 
affects the shouters for war in the streets ; lust of — well, 
another lust which need not be spoken of here, as I 
have already hinted more than enough of it and its 
consequences. • 

However, I've done with moralising. We young 
soldiers heard, and heard with an awakening of delight, 
of pleasurable anticipation, the things that might 
happen when the fighting for the day was done. And 
war does not seem all war. You've got to cook and 
eat, to forage and drink, to mount guard or sleep, just 
as if you were back in cantonments, and the daily 
routine soon grows upon a man — at anyrate it soon 
grew upon me. 

At last we joined the general. We were the first 
of his reinforcements, and very soon, as others arrived, 
the defensive gave place to the offensive. I can't tell 
about the progress of the little campaign ; all I know 
is our share of it, and for me that was quite enough. 
For a few weeks we were cornering the enemy, seizing 
a well here, a caravan of provisions there, and having 
slight brushes, in which a dozen or two men killed and 
wounded represented our losses. The Arabs, having 
been beaten back by the men originally attacked, did 
not seem to care to give the general a good stand-up 
fight now that his forces had been increased, and after 
some time we began to fancy that they were merely 
holding out for good terms and would at last surrender 
in the usual way. Not that we grew careless about our 
guards, pickets, and vedettes, discipline prevented that, 
and luckily, for when all the oases had been seized and 
garrisoned except one, the Arabs, iii desperation I 
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believe, determined to throw all upon the hazard of a 
battle. This was my first real experience of fighting, 
for I don't count it fighting to advance in skirmishing 
order and fire at constantly moving figures half-a-mile 
away. I judged their opinion of us by ours of them, 
and, indeed, we never even ducked the head, for we 
could not fear bullets at such a range. 

Our cavalry had been pushed forward to locate the 
enemy and hold him if possible. My company and 
two companies of native infantry and three or four guns 
were sent in support, and the main body, coming along 
slowly and laboriously owing to difficulties of transport, 
moved in our rear, the flanks well protected by out- 
lying horse. One evening when we were about fifteen 
kilometres in front of the general — too far, of course, 
but some officers do so want to distinguish themselves 
when they get a separate command — the chasseurs 
d'Afrique and the spahis rode back upon us. They 
reported the enemy in a strong position at the last 
oasis left to them, about twelve kilometres away, and our 
commanding oflficer sent back the news at once, halting 
meanwhile for instructions. He acted somewhat wisely 
too in getting us to throw up a sort of fortification on 
a piece of rising ground. A circular trench was dug ; 
the stuff taken out formed a weak rampart ; a biscuit or 
two and a glass of brandy were served out to every man ; 
and then we lay down on the hard ground without a tent 
or even a blanket for shelter or covering. The horse- 
men fell back on the main body ; their work was done, 
and they would be worse than useless in a night attack. 

Most of the night passed quietly, and I, who had 
done two hours sentry-go before midnight without 
seeing or hearing anything which could disquiet me, 
began to hope that the savage devils would wait to 
be attacked. About an hour before sunrise the corporal 
in charge of the outlying picket called me for another 
turn of duty. I arose from where I lay, took my 
rifle from the ground, and prepared to set out for my 
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post, about eighty paces in front I was to relieve 
Nicholas the Russian. As I took his place he whispered : 
" Look out, young one ; the dangerous hour ! " 

When the corporal and his party went away I gazed 
intently into the darkness towards the south. I knew 
by experience gained in many a night watch that very 
soon the sun would, as it always seemed to me, bom 
and bred in a northern land, jump up on the horizon 
and send his welcome arrows of light across shrub and 
rock and sand. Once the light came the sudden rush 
in upon the camp would be impossible; the modem 
rifle would stave off all attack ; spear and bayonet would 
clash together only when our leaders saw that the time 
had come when we should be on the rush and the 
enemy on the run. 

As I gazed I fancied that there was a movement in 
my front. I could not at the time, nor can I now, 
though I am a man of wider experience to-day, swear 
that I actually saw anything, but that an impalpable, 
strange, indefinite change was coming over the black- 
ness of the desert, I neither doubted nor misunder- 
stood. Raising my rifle to my shoulder, quietly and 
cautiously as one does whose own body may be in 
a second the target for countless bullets, I aimed 
steadily at the blackest part of the blackness and fired. 
As I turned to run to the picket an awful shriek rang 
out, telling me that my bullet had found a billet, and 
then, while I ran shouting : " Aux armes, aux armes ! " 
a hideous, savage cry ran in a great circle all about 
the camp. When I closed on the picket the corporal 
was giving his orders : " One volley, and run for the 
camp." The volley was fired, and we all ran madly 
back to the entrenchments, crying : " Aux armes, les 
ennemis ! " not, indeed, to warn our comrades of their 
danger, but to let them know that we were the men 
of the outlying picket fleeing to camp and not the 
mad vanguard of the attack. We got inside the little 
rampart, helped over by willing arms, and at once the 
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crash of musketry began. Our men had their bayonets 
fixed ; for a double purpose this — for defence if the 
Arabs came home in the charge, to lower the muzzle 
if only shooting were necessary. Luckily our firing 
became so successful that the Arabs stopped to reply, 
and, you may take my word fpr it, when a charging 
man halts to fire he is already weakening for retreat 

Well, we kept the enemy at a safe distance till the 
blessed sun sprang up and turned the chances to our 
side. Yet still they hung around, and a dropping fire 
was maintained on both sides. They did not now 
surround the little camp ; they had all collected in almost 
a semicircle on the southern side. While the desultory 
firing went on our commandant eagerly turned his gaze 
from time to time towards the north, and he was at 
last rewarded. He sent orders to give a ration of 
brandy to every man — the rascal! He had seen the 
glint of lance heads on the horizon, and he wanted to 
take a little of the pursuer's glory from the cavalrymen. 
Glory, glory ! what follies are committed in thy name ! 
The brandy was given out, the news went around that 
the horse were coming up at the gallop, the men looked 
with blood-lust in their eyes at the lying-down semi- 
circle to the south, the commandant flung off jacket, 
belt, scabbard, keeping only sabre and pistol, and with 
a wild cheer and cries of " Kill, kill ! " we rushed from 
the camp straight at the enemy. They were not 
cowards. They gave us a wild, scattered fire, and then, 
flinging away their rifles and flintlocks, came daringly, 
with loud cries of " Allah ! " to meet us. And in their 
charge they covered a greater distance than we did in 
ours, for they came along every man at racing speed, 
and their line grew more and more irregular, whereas 
we, disciplined and trained to move all as one man, 
easily fell into the regulation pas gymnastiquey and so 
went forward a solid, steady, cheering line, officers 
leading, and clarions at our backs sounding the charge. 

As we neared one another a great shout went up from 
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us. Nicholas the Russian, who was my front-rank man, 
dashed forward and stabbed a yelling demon rushing at 
him with uplifted spear. I ran into his place, and saw 
almost at once a dusky madman, with a short, scanty 
beard, coming straight at me with murder in his eyes. 
I remembered the advice given by the vieux soldats^ 
and as he raised his sword I plunged my bayonet with 
all my force into his face. He half reeled, he almost 
fell, and as he recovered again I lunged and struck 
him fair and full on the breast bone. Again he reeled, 
yet still he tried to strike ; I thrust a third time, and 
now at his bare neck ; the spouting blood followed out 
the bayonet as I drew it forth and back to strike again. 
Before I had time to do so the Arab fell, a convulsive 
tremor passed over his body, the limbs contracted, the 
eyes opened wide to the sky, the jaw fell, and for the 
first time I saw my enemy lie stark and cold in death 
before me. I stood watching, with a curious feeling at 
my heart, the body that lay so strangely still upon the 
sand. I felt no desire that life should return to the 
corpse, nor did I feel at all inclined to drive my weapon 
home again ; it seemed to me that my assailant and 
the dead were not one and the same, and the animosity 
which I had felt for the living foe was lost, nay, utterly 
extinguished, in wonder at the awful change my handi- 
work had produced. Remember, I was only a boy, 
and I had taken that which no man can restore. Many 
times since have I looked without a shudder, almost 
without a thought, on the face of my dead foeman, 
but on that morning in the desert my mind was shocked 
by the new experience. 

Suddenly I heard a trumpet and a cry. I looked 
towards the right ; the spahis were riding at top speed 
with levelled lances on the foe. Our men were scattered, 
fighting in squads and parties over the plain, driving 
the Arabs back. The press of battle had gone beyond 
me. In a moment the horsemen swept into the Arab 
ranks ; the lances rose and fell with terrible significance 
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as the mass rolled on. Our work was over ; the cavalry 
so rushed and harried the fleeing enemy that the re- 
bellion was practically at an end, for that time of course, 
before noon. When the main body came up the chiefs 
were in our camp, prepared to accept any terms offered 
by the general. These were hard enough. All arms to 
be surrendered, a heavy fine to be paid, their villages 
to be kept in our possession till all the petty fortifica- 
tions should be dismantled. Yes ; my company kept a 
village and an oasis, and I fancy that the next genera- 
tion of Arabs was whiter than their forbears. But that 
is war; and the people — the goody-goodies and the stock- 
brokers and the foolish women — who believe that honour 
dwells in the heart of a soldier on active service will 
lament our wickedness and get ready for the next 
occasion when they can send off* their own soldiers to 
war, glorious war ! 



CHAPTER VII 

'^rOT long after the end of the little war my company 
and another were ordered on garrison duty to a 
place which we called, for what reason I know not, 
Three Fountains. I never saw three springs in the 
place ; of course, there was an oasis but whether this, 
before being walled in, had really been divided into 
three separate wells I cannot say. Probably the name 
was a fanciful one given by a soldier and taken up by 
his comrades. 

Alongside us lay about five or six hundred Turcos. 
They did not like us and we did not care overmuch for 
them, so you might imagine that here were pretty 
grounds and opportunity for a quarrel. Not so, indeed ; 
they kept away from us, for they knew well what would 
happen should one of them dare to enter our lines. 
We gave them a wide berth, for the African is always — 
like the Asiatic and the American and the European 
— ripe for treachery to men of another race and colour. 
No ; the races did not fight, but w^ of the higher breed, 
— how angels and devils must laugh when people speak 
of higher breeds! — had a very pretty fight amongst 
ourselves. 

It came about in an unusual way, but for the in- 
variable cause. There was a Portuguese in No. 4 
Company who loved a girl — a Cooloolie girl who had 
followed him in all his marches and campaignings. A 
Cooloolie, I may explain, is the offspring of a Turkish 
father and an Arab or Christian mother, and as a rule 
when a Cooloolie woman gives herself to a man she does 
it in a thorough manner and without any reservation 
save one — the woman's right to change her mind. And 
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this lassie did change her mind, and of her own accord 
made love to a Greek who belonged to my company, 
as handsome and well-formed a man as I have ever had 
the good fortune to see, and a downright good soldier. 
Certainly I should not care to see him too near my 
knapsack — brushes and such things have a strange 
knack of disappearing — but I know very well that he 
was a right man in a fight and a trump to spend his 
money when he had it . He did not have it often, and 
when he had you generally heard next morning that 
an officer's tent had been visited — yes, visited is a good 
word — by someone not invited. 

Well, the Cooloolie girl flung over the Portuguese, 
with bad words and worse insinuations, and openly 
followed the Greek around, like a dog after its master. 
And Apollo, of course, who probably did not care a 
button about the woman, must go here and there, head 
up, with smiling face, cheery talk, and queer jests. He 
visited every corner of the camp : first the part where 
we, his own company lay ; then, still followed by the 
woman, the Turcos, who showed their white teeth and 
grinned and muttered : by Jove, he was a handsome 
man, and she, though rather dusky and stout, looked a 
perfect beauty in such a place, remote from civilisation ; 
last of all he came towards us through the company of 
his predecessor in the CoolooHe girl's favour. Flesh 
and blood, least of all the hot blood of a Peninsular, 
could not stand it; with a hoarse cry and an awful 
oath the Portuguese rushed at the Greek, but Apollo 
was quite prepared. Slipping aside he struck the poor 
devil full under the ear at the base of the skull and 
sent. him headlong to the earth, senseless. Apollo, 
seeing that his opponent did not rise, calmly walked 
to his own quarters, the girl now hanging upon his arm 
and uttering all the endearing words she could think 
of, looking up the while into his face as one entranced. 
None of die men of No. 4 Company interfered. It was 
a common thing enough for two men to quarrel about 
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a woman, and, though they must have felt sore that 
their comrade bad been worsted, still that was no reason 
why outsiders should interfere. The matter would have 
been settled by the interested parties for themselves 
had it not be^n for the devilish desire of creating 
mischief that always possessed Nicholas the Russian. 
Indeed, Nicholas loved mischief like a woman. 

Now Nicholas was a man who often had money and 
spent it like a gentleman, a soldier, and a rascal. He 
never got all that was sent to him, any more than the 
Crown gets all the revenues collected in its name: 
to greasy palms coins will always stick. If lood 
francs were his due — sent by friends, of course — he 
reckoned himself lucky to be able to spend half. This 
time he must have received a more than ordinary sum, 
for instead of following the custom of the Legion and 
showing us, his comrades, a little bit of paper, which 
the commandant would cash next day, so that we, his 
good comrades, the men who liked and loved him, 
might know exactly how much drink and other things 
to be had for money each might fairly reckon on, he 
said: 

" Our comrade, Apollo I mean, has taken the girl ; let 
us be good comrades to him ; let us take the two 
cabarets to-morrow, and keep all the drink and all the 
tobacco and all the cigars for ourselves, and give the 
happy pair a right good wedding." 

He pulled his moustache as he spoke, and then, 
turning his eyes round the squad, he showed devilment 
and fun enough in them to entice the ordinary good 
man to break not only the laws of God but to do a 
still more risky thing — ^to break the laws of his society. 

The word was passed around quickly that the 
Russian would be a good friend to all the company, 
and not merely to his own section or his own squad. 
Everybody was happy; we forgot squad distinctions 
and shook hands with one another and handed freely 
round our tobacco, for was not to-morrow the glorious 
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day when eau-de-vie and wine and cigars and tobacco 
were to be had by every one of us, even without the 
asking? Ah! the good Russian, the worthy comrade I 
Ah I the handsome Greek ! Ah ! the wise woman, who 
knows the company to select her lover from ! Ah ! you, 
good soldier, of another squad it is true ; shall we not 
drink and smoke together to-morrow and curse the 
p^s of No. 4? How they will groan and curse and 
envy us to-morrow ! Good-night, brave comrade ; good- 
bye till I see you again to-morrow ! 

The morrow came, with its drills and fatigues and 
duties. Some of ours were for guard, others for camp 
picket; how they envied us who were free for all the 
fun of the evening ! The last meal was over, the last 
duty for the day done, when Nicholas and Le Grand 
and I went out to negotiate with the two cabaret 
keepers of the place. 

Let me say something here about Le Grand. He 
was the biggest man in tide battalion, some fellows said 
in the L^ion, but there were others who denied this ; 
anyway he was a fine, strapping Dubliner, whose real 
name I do not care to give. He was in my company, 
but not in my squad, not even in my section, so he and 
I passed each other when we met with a friendly 
"English pig!" "Irish pig!" "Go to the devil!" 
" Yes, yes ; have you any tobacco ? " " Yes ; here, do not 
forget me to-morrow." Another word and we separated. 

But let me pay here my tribute to the comrade of 
whom I shall more than once have occasion to speak. 
He was brave — I learned that on the battlefield, I have 
it not by hearsay; he was generous — I learned that 
many a time when we were together in Tonquin ; he 
was kind and honest — that is, honest for a soldier — 
to all he met with, and his only fault was hastiness of 
temper, which made him knock you down one moment 
and, with the corresponding virtue, pick you up the 
next. But he never struck a boy, he never struck a 
veteran whose limbs and features showed the effects 
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of war, he would die of thirst sooner than take a drop 
of water from the hot-tongued youngster in the fight 
who had the desire to go forward and the weariness of 
the rifle and pack, and the moist heat of socks and the 
dull, heavy, deadly pain of pouches at the sides. I 
do not know where you are to-day, Le Grand; wher- 
ever you are take a little, a very little, tribute from one 
of your comrades. Great as was your frame, our liking 
and love for you were greater. 

Well, we walked slowly, as befitted men bent on so 
important a mission, down to the collection of mud huts 
where the sutlers were. Nicholas, as the giver of the 
feast, had the centre, Le Grand was on his right, and I, 
the youngest and least of the three, supported the 
Russian on the left We did not speak, but Nicholas 
now and then laughed, while a constant smile, cynical, 
sarcastic, and malicious, was on his lips. The Russian 
was evidently calculating on the fun he would have, 
for he, if no one else did, forecasted accurately the 
result. He was paying, and paying for a purpose; 
excitement was to him the breath of life ; he had no 
fear of consequences ; if he were punished he would 
take his punishment with that calm ease of manner 
which Wfis the despair of all his superiors from the 
commandant down. 

The first cabaret we visited was kept by a retired 
soldier — a man who had spent most of his life in Algeria, 
who had in fact, almost forgotten France. An ugly, 
old Kabyle woman, whom, I daresay, he had picked 
up a young girl in some forgotten desert raid, lived with 
him, cooked his meals, and helped to swindle us poor 
fellows out of the wretched pittance we were paid. 

When we entered the host came forward, smiling, 
gloating I should say, on Nicholas. The fellow evi- 
dently knew about the money. The Russian came 
straight to the point. 

" How much, f9um vieux^ for all in this hole ? " 

"What! all?" 
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" Well, you may leave out madame and the domestic 
furniture. How much, I ask you, for the hut, the drink, 
the tobacco, the glasses, the tables and forms, and all 
the rest of your property ? " 

" Well, well, I do not understand." 

"Let us go to the Jew then," said Nicholas to Le 
Grand. 

" Very well," 

" What do you say, my friend ? " This to me. 

" A Jew can't swindle more than this old ruffian." 

We turned to leave. 

" No, no, no ; I will sell all," cried the sutler. 

" Very well," said Nicholas ; " show me all you have, 
and quickly. I will make an offer ; if you take it I will 
pay the money at once." 

The sutler showed us what he had : so much brandy, 
the strongest in France, he said — so much wine ; how 
beautiful, would we not take a glass ? — so much tobacco, 
and so on ; he praising and Nicholas critically valuing 
as the goods were shown. When everything had been 
shown Nicholas offered 500 francs for all. 

" Oh no, not at all ; that would ruin me." 

" Very well ; let us go to the Jew." 

As we were passing out he ran out after Nicholas, 
and said : 

" Six hundred." 

" Five," said Nicholas. 

The sutler shook his head. 

" Give me five hundred and fifty and take all, in the 
name of the devil." 

" For the last time, five hundred." 

" Oh, you have a hard heart, very hard for so young 
and brave a soldier." 

The temptation was too great ; he would n<>t let us go 
to the Jew, so he accepted. The money was paid, and 
Nicholas gave the old soldier and his wife ten minutes 
to get out their personal belongings, leaving me on 
guard to see that nothing else went out by mistake. 
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A similar scene, Le Grand afterwards told me, took 
place in the Jew's. At anyrate, in about a quarter of 
an hour Nicholas came back alone, having left our 
comrade to watch the other sutler's departure, and told 
me that he was going away to summon the rest. 

" Fill a couple of glasses for ourselves first," he said ; 
" I want to give the Jew time to get his things away." 

The old soldier cocked his ears. 

" You have bought the Jew's stuff too, my boy ? " 

" Yes," said Nicholas ; " my company will drink, this 
evening. Get madame and your property to a safe 
distance, as there may be trouble." 

The old man took the hint and hurried away ; he was 
too experienced a soldier not to easily guess what 
would happen when a poor and thirsty company looked 
on at the carousal of a rich and happy one. 

Well, down came the company, laughing, clapping 
one another on the back, jumping about, for all the 
world looking partly like schoolboys out for an unex- 
pected and unhoped-for holiday, partly like a com- 
mando, as the Dutch say, from the lower r^ions. 
There was not room for all in the huts, but the barrels 
were quickly rolled out and broached with due care, for 
who would spill good liquor ? There was no scrambling 
or pushing; in spite of the excitement every man 
waited good-humouredly for his turn, for was there not 
enough for all ? Eight or ten of us selected by Nicholas 
were filling the glasses ; a man came to me and asked 
for brandy, I gave him a glassful, he drank, passed on 
to a second and got a ration of wine, and then went off 
to the place where the tobacco was distributed, giving 
way to another. This went on continuously until all 
had received an allowance of brandy and another of 
wine and a third of tobacco, and then Nicholas, this 
time also accompanied by Le Grand and me, went for 
the nouveaux mariis, as he called them. We brought 
them down in triumph, Apollo smiling and bowing, the 
Cooloolie girl beaming with happiness, Nicholas as 
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solemn as a judge, Le Grand and I breaking our sides 
with laughter. Such cheering and such compliments I 
Such a babel of tongues ! The soldiers were all shout- 
ing out, every man, or almost every man, in his own 
tongue, and those words I caught and understood did 
not certainly err on the score of modesty. Nicholas 
amidst renewed cheering handed an immense vessel of 
wine to the lady ; she drank some and passed it to 
Apollo, who drained it to the bottom. 

When the cries had somewhat subsided Nicholas 
made a short speech. He alluded in graceful terms 
to the happy pair, and hoped that their children's 
children would in th^ years to come follow the flag in 
the old Legion, in the old regiment, in the old battalion, 
above all, in the old company. He praised the company ; 
he said we could fight any other company on the face 
of the earth ; as, he concluded by saying, our well-loved 
comrade has taken, and will keep, the woman he wants 
without asking any man's permission, so we have taken, 
and will keep for ourselves, the liquor in the camp. 

He spoke in a loud tone, so that certain men of the 
other company might hear. These were looking envi- 
ously on at the orgy, and were quite near enough to 
make out the general tenor of his remarks. And 
Nicholas meant them to hear his words. He was no 
fool, and he knew what his speech would provoke ; he 
was no coward, when the fight came, he stood up to 
his work like a man ; he was no liar, for at the in- 
vestigation he told exactly what he had done, and kept 
back only his purpose in doing it. 

I may mention here that there were no sous-officUrs 
and no soldiers of the first class at the carousal. We' 
were all men of the second class, who neither hoped 
nor wished for promotion, therefore we were quite care- 
less as to what might happen. 

Very soon the fellows of No. 4 Company began to 
come out of their quarters by twos and threes. As we 
saw them approaching we raised our voices, we shouted, 
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sang, danced, cried out toasts, and did everything in 
our power to make them at once angry and jealous. 
The Cooloolie was in the centre, seated in Apollo's lap, 
the Greek himself having improvised a sort of arm-chair 
out of the staves and ends of an empty barrel. Even 
then things might not have been too bad, but nothing 
can keep a woman quiet, especially when her tongue 
is loosened with wine. She called to the men of No. 4 
to go and fetch the Portuguese, and we all laughed. 
She openly and without shame showered kisses and 
other endearments on her lover, and the laughter was 
redoubled. She called out to the poor, thirsty and 
tantalised devils outside the charmed circle that her old 
sweetheart was — well, let me leave her words to the 
imagination of those who have ever listened to an angry, 
reckless woman's tongue — and she ended by saying that 
the Portuguese was only a fair sample of his comrades. 
The men of No. 4 were now all around us, and those of 
us who, like myself, had partaken only sparingly of the 
wine began to scent a fight. There was no premedita- 
tion, I believe, on the part of the others ; indeed, the 
only man who desired to make trouble from the begin- 
ning was Nicholas the Russian, and truly he got his 
wish gratified to the full. A few bad words passed 
between some of theirs and some of ours, a blow was 
struck and replied to ; in a moment a wild rush towards 
the combatants was made by all. A general melee en- 
sued, and in a second almost, as it seemed, a little spot 
of ground was covered with the struggling, twisting, 
writhing bodies of four hundred angry, swearing men. 

As I was running down to where the press of fighting 
was, I came full tilt against a man of No. 4. He attid 
I staggered and almost fell from the shock. Luckily 
I had a half-empty bottle in my hand, and though 
when he recovered himself he almost made me totter 
with a swinging blow on the chest, yet I sent him fairly 
down with an ugly stroke of the bottle across the head. 

The next man I crossed tumbled me fairly over. 
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What followed immediately afterwards I do not know. 
The next thing I remember is that I was standing on 
a table, striking out on ail sides with the leg of a chair. 
A sudden rush on the part of the men of No. 4 drove 
back our company, the table was overturned, and I 
found myself sprawling on the ground, trying as best 
I could to regain my feet. Our fellows rallied and 
pushed back the others, and a tacit armistice took place. 
Not for long, though. The others got together in a 
mass, we formed up in a circle round the barrels and 
the tobacco, and the fight recommenced. And the Coo- 
loolie woman was the best combatant of all, for though 
she herself did not do more than claw a man or two, 
who broke away at once, not wishing to hurt a woman 
beloved by men of both companies, yet with her cries 
and execrations she lashed them and us into a fury of 
fighting which made all men perfect devils. I have 
seen worse fighting, but then we had weapons. This 
fight was really the most savage save one, which I shall 
speak of afterwards, for there was no care of hurting 
comrades, there was no hanging back in the rush, there 
was no yielding of even a foot in the defence, and all 
the while the white guards looked on in horror, and the 
Turcos crept back to their part of the encampment with 
deadly terror in their hearts. 

Half-a-dozen times we stopped for a moment or two 
to take breath. Then one of ours would rush at a man 
of No. 4, or one of No. 4 would come with an oath 
against a man of ours, and in a second the fray would 
be re-commenced. The officers and the sous-officiers^ the 
guard and the picket, tried to separate us. It was all 
in vain ; they might just as well have tried to pull apart 
two packs of wolves. Moreover, half of the soldiers 
brought down to quell the trouble belonged to ours, and 
half to No. 4, and the commanding officer was very 
much afraid that these might join in the fight, and they 
carried arms and ammunition. But, you will say, why 
not use the Turcos? Ah, that would never do. The 
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commanding officer might succeed in putting an end 
to the disturbance with their assistance, it is true, but 
the consequences which were sure to follow were too 
serious, for the Turcos would never afterwards be safe 
from an attack. All the legionaries, not merely the 
men of the companies in the camp, but all the legion- 
aries throughout Algeria, would resent the interference 
of the native troops, and heaven only knows what 
scenes of bloodshed might arise in unexpected quarters, 
and from trivial causes. Had there been even half-a- 
company of Frenchmen in camp all would have been 
well, but the nearest French soldiers, a squadron or two 
of chasseurs, lay a few kilometres away. To them, 
however, a mounted messenger was sent, and when we 
were almost weary of fighting, and began to think it 
time to look after the wounded — the place looked 
like a battlefield where regular weapons had been em- 
ployed — we heard the trumpets of the cavalry and 
saw not a hundred yards away the long line of 
horsemen thundering down with raised swords at the 
charge. Before the chasseurs we broke and fled, but 
they were on us too soon for safety, and many a man 
went down before the charge. 

As I was running to a hut a sergeant of chasseurs 
overtook me. Instinctively I jumped aside and lifted 
my right arm to protect my head. It was no use; 
down came the flat of the heavy sabre on my shoulder, 
and almost at the same time the charger's forequarter 
struck me sideways on the breast. I fell, and wisely 
remained quiet and motionless on the ground until the 
charge had passed. I then got up and reached the hut, 
which I found almost packed with men of both com- 
panies, whose appetite for fighting had altogether dis- 
appeared. In a short time we were all prisoners. My 
company was marched to the north side of the camp 
and No. 4 to the south, and we lay out all the night ; 
and nights are very cold in these warm countries — ^the 
more so by contrast with the heat of the day. 
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Now about the casualties. I cannot tell the exact 
number killed outright in the quarrel or charge, or of 
wounded who afterwards died, but it was certainly 
not less than a score. More than 100 were seriously 
injured, and there was not a man of all the fighters 
without several ugly marks on his body. The Greek, 
who had fought well until, as I heard, a blow of a stone 
brought him insensible to the ground, had his brains 
knocked out by a horse's hoof; the Portuguese, we 
learned, died in hospital of his hurts. As for the 
Cooloolie girl — ^well, what would you expect? She 
wept for a week, and then took to herself a new lover 
out of the many who sought her favour, for your famous 
or notorious woman does not long lack suitors. 

How we made up the quarrel and escaped severe 
punishment — heaven knows we punished ourselves 
enough as it was — must be told in a new chapter. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

'^OBODY was surprised when, on the morning after 
the affray, a corporal of chasseurs and half-a-dozen 
men came to escort Nicholas, Le Grand, and me to the 
commandant's quarters in the camp. Nicholas had his 
head swathed in rags, and limped more than slightly 
with the left foot ; Le Grand showed a beautiful pair of 
black eyes and confessed to a racking headache. Every 
part of my body felt its own particular pain, my right 
eye was closed up, and I had an ugly cut on the fore- 
head, the scar of which still remains. When we arrived 
at the place of inquiry, we found every officer in the 
camp, our own officers and those of the chasseurs and 
Turcos, assembled around the commandant. For a few 
moments there was silence, while they eyed us and we 
looked steadily at the commandant At last this 
officer spoke, slowly and in a quiet tone : " The affair 
of yesterday was serious, indeed serious." He fixed his 
gaze on Nicholas. " You, I hear, bought all the drink 
and tobacco from the sutlers. Did that lead to the 
quarrel ? " 

Nicholas saluted respectfully and asked permission to 
make a statement. When it was accorded he began 
to tell all the story, just, indeed, as it happened, or 
almost as it happened. In narrating the dispute be- 
tween the rivals he placed all the blame upon the 
Greek, for he knew at the time that the Greek was 
dead and therefore could not be punished. He said 
nothing, however, about certain encouragement that 
Apollo had received before and during his vainglorious 
parade through the camp with his new love on his arm ; 
nor did he mention certain sarcastic expressions con- 
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cermng the Portuguese which he himself had uttered in 
the hearing of the Cooloolie girl ; also, he seemed to 
forget that these very expressions were used most fre- 
quently and with most infuriating effect by her when 
she was sitting, almost lying indeed, in the Greek's 
arms just before the fight No ; he told the truth, but 
not all the truth, and he told everything in so open and 
candid a way that Le Grand and I were almost de- 
ceived. He let fall the nickname Apollo, as it were by 
accident, and then, turning respectfully to the captain 
of chasseurs, who could not be supposed to know the 
man, he explained : " We called him so, monsieur le 
capitaine, because he was so handsome." " Quite true, 
quite true," acquiesced the commandant; "he was a 
veritable Apollo." Afterwards we heard that the 
cavalry officers went to see the Greek as he lay stripped 
in the hut of the dead, and, although the face was dis- 
figured out of all human semblance by the horse's hoof, 
yet the beautiful curves and splendid proportions of his 
body, marked even as it was by countless bruises, 
proved that the nickname was well deserved. 

One good effect was produced by Nicholas' state- 
ment. Everything was so honest and straightforward, 
so natural and true-seeming, that anything he might 
afterwards say was likely to be believed. Moreover, 
though the officers had not seen the parade of the 
lovers through the camp, yet they had evidently heard 
of it ; and, again, the sous-officters could be brought to 
prove the truth of that part of the story. 

When the Russian was asked about the buying of 
the sutlers' property for the use of only one company, 
he again begged leave to make a rather long statement, 
partly, he admitted, about himself, but chiefly about 
the customs of the corps. He said that without such 
a statement the business could not be clearly and 
thoroughly understood by the officers, especially by 
those officers who did not belong to the Legion. Again 
leave was granted to him to tell his story in his own 
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way, and the commandant was graciously pleased to 
allow Le Grand and me to stand at ease ; he even said 
to Nicholas : " You need not stand altogether to atten- 
tion, make gestures if you wish, speak freely, just as 
if you were telling a story to your friends." Nicholas 
bowed with a courtier's grace ; he wore no kepi, being 
a prisoner at the tribunal ; the chasseurs looked at 
one another in astonishment, wondering at the aristo- 
cratic air that could not be concealed even under a 
private soldier's tunic or by a bruised and battered 
face. Ah! little they knew of the wrecked lives, the 
lost souls, that came to us from every country in 
Europe, that made the Foreign Legion, if I may say 
so, a real cemetery of the living. 

Nicholas explained that, when a man had money, 
he was bound by all the rules of the corps to spend 
it with the men of his squad ; that, when the money 
was more than usually plentiiful, he was supposed to 
entertain his section ; that, in the rare cases when 
thousands of francs — how the chasseurs opened their 
eyes at this 1 — were in a man's possession, all the rules 
of regimental etiquette obliged him to spend the money 
royally and loyally with his comrades of the company. 
Beyond the company one could not go. Were one as 
rich as a Rothschild one could not do more than give 
a few francs to a man of another company if he were 
a fellow-countryman — ^all, or nearly all, had to be spent 
with one's comrades of the company. Our officers 
recognised the truth of this, they understood our un- 
written laws, and again Nicholas added to his reputation 
for veracity. But he said nothing at all about giving 
a percentage to the sergeant-major, nor about the taxes 
levied by the sergeant of the section and the corporal 
of the squad. The sergeant-major, who was present, 
looked relieved when this part of the Russian's state- 
ment came to an end — for were not two hundred francs 
of the Russian's money in his pocket at the time? 
Nicholas knew what to tell and what to keep back ; there 
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would be no use in alluding to the money which he was 
practically compelled to give to his superior officers ; 
it would only cause anger at the time and produce 
trouble and a heavier punishment for us afterwards. 

Nicholas went on to state that he had received a large 
amount of money from a friend in Europe, and that 
he had at once resolved to pay for a good spree for 
his comrades. For a joke he called the affair a wedding 
dJjeuner in honour of the Greek and the Cooloolie girl. 
He thought — at least he said he thought — ^that the 
other company would not mind ; they knew the rules 
of the L^ion as well as he ; a little fun about the new 
connection ought to hurt nobody except the Portuguese. 
But, poor, misguided fellow that he was, he had never 
calculated the damage that might be done by a woman's 
tongue ; he, simple, ignorant baby, thought that we 
should have a couple of hours of jollity and drinking 
and that then all would go quietly back to quarters. 
He had always held the men of No. 4 in great respect ; 
he would, indeed, be the last in the world to insult 
them, or in the slightest degree to make little of the 
company. He admitted with sorrow — the hypocrite — 
that his action had been injudicious — it would have 
been all right only for the woman ; he had paid for 
drink and tobacco, but not for insults to any man 
or men of No. 4; it was the woman who insulted 
people; he did not want to fight with anybody, least 
of all with the men of No. 4, but, when his company 
became engaged in an affray, he would have been 
indeed a bad comrade, nay, a coward, had he remained 
out of the fight. We wished for only the drink and 
the tobacco ; we soldiers had no desire but to enjoy 
ourselves in peace and quietness in the evening after 
the hard work of a hot and dusty day; we had no 
malice, not even now did we harbour evil thoughts, 
towards our fellow-soldiers of No. 4; but what will 
you ? who can stop a woman's tongue ? — we could not 
even expostulate with her without insulting our good 
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comrade Apollo ; if she drove the others to attack 
us by her ugly words, were we, men not afraid of death, 
to tamely surrender? That, they all knew, was im- 
possible. Without actually saying it he flung the 
whole blame for the flght on the woman's shoulders. 
I thought at first that this was not quite fair, but I 
soon saw that Nicholas was really doing his best to 
save us all. Everybody knew the wild way she spoke 
and acted before the first blow was struck, but Nicholas 
knew quite well that nobody would hold her account- 
able for her language, while everybody would admit 
that the men of No. 4 had reasonable grounds for 
attacking us, and, of course, we when attacked were 
^quite justified in defending ourselves. This was what 
the Russian was aiming at all along : to put the blame 
on the Cooloolie girl, who in the first place could not 
be court-martialled for a soldiers' quarrel, and in the 
second would most undoubtedly be sympathised with 
for the loss of her lover. At the same time, a case 
of extenuating circumstances was made out for No. 
4 Company, and we, the attacked party, who did not 
apparently seek to provoke an attack, would be adjudged 
guiltless of offence because we merely resisted. It was 
a splendid plan — it saved us — but we had, in addition 
to becoming reconciled with our comrades and getting 
some punishment, to volunteer for the war. That, 
however, will be told of in its own time and place. 

When the Russian had finished his statement a few 
questions were asked of him, not in the nature of a 
cross-examination, but for the evident purpose of 
clearing up matters that were not quite understood by 
the hearers. He answered these with readiness and 
to the point, preserving always the bearing and lan- 
guage of an aristocrat, with the tone and temper of a 
simple soldier in presence of his superiors. When they 
had done with him the commandant questioned first 
Le Grand and then me, but we merely corroborated our 
comrade's story. Not that there was at the time any 
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doubt in our minds that Nicholas had desired a fight 
and had paid for the gratification of his desire, but 
who can give evidence of what has passed in another's 
mind, and who would betray a generous comrade ? 

At last the commandant sent us away, and we 
returned under escort to the place where our company 
lay under guard, hungry, thirsty, without change of 
clothing, and every man aching all over, and cursing 
as the effects of the fight began to make themselves 
felt. The other men crowded around us to learn what 
had happened. Nicholas, in the centre of a ring of 
eager, interested listeners, told exactly, without change, 
addition or omission, in a loud voice so that all might 
hear, the tale of the inquiry. All were satisfied so far, 
many, indeed, gave up their preconceived beliefs, and 
thought that the Russian's account of the affray and 
what led up to it was " the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth." We, Le Grand and I, con- 
firmed the account, we made no secret of our belief 
that all would yet be well, we swore it was the woman 
who led our good friends of No. 4 to assault us, and 
surely no one could blame us for defending ourselves. 

After some time Nicholas called Le Grand and me 
apart, and we held a consultation for nearly a quarter 
of an hour. The others marked us, they noted the 
earnest words and persuasive gestures of the Russian, 
they watched the eager, attentive looks of Le Grand 
and me. When we had settled the matter to our own 
satisfaction apparently Nicholas led the way to the 
centre of the little camp — prison I should call it, for 
the sentries looked inwards and not outwards. In a 
moment, as it seemed, every man that was able to 
drag himself forward was in a group around our little 
party. Nicholas waited until a hush fell upon the 
meeting, and then addressed them somewhat in the 
words that follow. I have no doubt about the essence 
of what he said, but I cannot hope to reproduce the 
eloquent language, the expressive features, the seductive 
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tones, above all, the general air of the bom orator that 
Nicholas assumed. From time to time he appealed to 
Le Grand or to me for confirmation of his words. There 
was, indeed, no necessity, the men were at his will before 
he had spoken for two minutes. 

In brief, this was what he said : 

"My comrades, we have had an ugly quarrel with 
our fellow*soldiers of No. 4, and we cannot, I think, 
blame them for attacking us, nor can they with justice 
blame us for defending ourselves. But there is no 
doubt about the real origin of the affair. The woman 
used to belong to one of theirs ; she chose, as she 
had a right to do— that everyone admits — to give up 
her lover in their company and to give herself to a 
man of ours. Well, we must acknowledge that she 
and the Greek were not discreet, and I will confess 
that, for my own part, I did not act with discretion 
either, but what could I do when I had money in my 
pocket but spend it with my companions of the en- 
campment and the battlefield ? If there had been no 
jealousy about a woman, we should have had a peace- 
ful, enjoyable evening ; if there had been no money in 
the company, the jealousy would have been settled by 
a fair fight between the rivals in the usual way that 
we all understand and appreciate, without four or five 
hundred men being drawn into the quarrel. We are 
under guard and are sure of punishment ; in all respects 
they are faring, and will fare, no better than we. Let 
us try, now that the Greek is dead and the Portuguese, 
as I hear, is dying, to become reconciled to our com- 
rades of No. 4. Trust me, if we can settle the matter 
amongst ourselves, so that all may understand that 
we shall not renew the quarrel, the officers will be only 
too glad to have an excuse for passing over the affair 
as lightly as possible. What I recommend then is this : 
let a deputation of four be appointed from amongst us ; 
let us ask permission to visit the prison camp of No. 4 ; 
let us ask them to appoint four of their number to 
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confer with us; believe me, we shall soon, for the 
sake of the men of both companies, come to a satis- 
factory arrangement, and we all shall be friends again, 
and, indeed, be better friends than ever before, because 
we have learned to respect one another." 

The Russian's proposal was agreed to on the spot. 
Someone said that Nicholas ought to be chief of our 
embassy, but this he would not agree to. He would be 
a member, if they wished, but only with the same rights 
dnd the same responsibilities as the others. Le Grand, 
a Hungarian, and I were chosen as his partners in the 
delicate business, and some way or other we all seemed 
to be satisfied that our troubles would soon come to 
an end. 

The first thing to be done was to get permission to 
go across, under escort be it well understood, to the 
prisoners of No. 4. This was obtained by the aid of 
our sergeant-major. He must have spoken very 
strongly to the commandant, for the latter came 
down to us in a great hurry, asked Nicholas point- 
blank whether we were serious in the attempt to settle 
the affair amicably, and if he thought we had any 
chance of succeeding. Things were bad enough, 
heaven knows, as they were, but it was rather risky 
to keep nearly 400 fighting men without their 
weapons and ammunition in the very centre of the 
scene of the recent operations. Had the Kabyles at- 
tacked the camp on the night afler the quarrel, they 
would have slaughtered us, the unarmed ones, like 
sheep, and in all probability would have easily carried 
with a rush the little fortification that had been set up 
around the huts. Therefore the commandant was only 
too glad to get a chance to put us under arms again, 
if he could only believe that we would not use them 
against one another. The quarrel was an ugly thing, 
but that could be explained, and we should in any 
case receive punishment, but a disaster to his command 
would spell ruin for his chances of promotion. He 
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was pleased, therefore, when Nicholas laid his hand 
upon his heart and promised upon his honour — yes, 
he said upon his honour — that we would do our best 
to settle matters, that we would in no way again 
raise the anger of the men of No. 4, and, finally, that 
he was himself prepared to apologise for his part in 
the affair. This expression, I am sure, the dbmmand- 
ant took to refer to the buying up of all the drink and 
the tobacco ; we, who knew better, remembered the 
irritating speech that the Russian had made after the 
nouveaux mariis had pledged each other. 

Well, after a little hesitation he let us go across. 
We were escorted this time by the men of our own 
company — soldiers of the first class, who had taken no 
part in the fight, and soldiers of the second class who 
had been either on guard or on camp picket. The 
escort was under the command of our sergeant-major, 
and I am sure that he was sent so that the commandant 
might get a trustworthy account of the negotiations. 
We could not object to any arrangement; we were 
very well satisfied to get the chance of making it up 
again with our fellow-soldiers, for, as I have already 
said, the nights are cold in Algeria, and we feared 
that news of the quarrel might have already spread 
amongst the Kabyles, and we knew that the exposed 
position in which we were placed left us completely 
at their mercy, should they make up their minds to 
attack. Moreover, the soldier, even in a peaceful 
country, hates to be deprived of his weapons and his 
belts ; how much more then did we, in a hostile land, 
dislike the deprivation of them ! 

When we arrived at the cordon of sentries around 
No. 4 Company we were halted, and Nicholas, stand- 
ing slightly in advance of us, his fellow-ambassadors, 
told them why we came and asked them to be so 
kind as to appoint four men of theirs to confer with 
us, so that the dispute might be settled and the com- 
panies be at peace with each other again. He was 
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listened to with attention, and when he had finished 
his message he said that we four should wait, with 
the sergeant-major's kind permission, for half-an-hour 
to give them time to deliberate and, if they should 
agree to the proposal, to select their delegates. 

Before the half-hour was over the men of No. 4 Com- 
pany had made up their minds to accept the proposal, 
and at once appointed four of theirs to arrange matters 
with us. Two of the four were Alsatians, one a Lor- 
rainer, and the fourth, and, indeed, the most important 
— their Nicholas, as I may say — a bronzed, sharp-eyed 
and sharp-witted Italian. As soon as these ambassadors 
were nominated, our sergeant-major took the eight of 
us away a short distance from the escort and told us 
that we might speak freely, as he and the sergeant-major 
of No. 4 would be the only listeners, and they would in 
every way respect our confidence. The second sergeant- 
major said the same thing: "Speak freely," he con- 
tinued, "and, for the love of God, settle the affair for 
ever. It is not pleasant to see so many brave soldiers 
without arms in such a region ; who knows when the 
Kabyles will attack ? " The hint was not lost upon us, 
and I believe that the seven others felt, as I did, that 
the sooner we were again good friends and under arms 
the better. 

Nicholas made the first speech, and said in almost 
the same words what he had already told the command- 
ant He did this, I believe, purposely. Our sergeant- 
major was very attentive, and Nicholas guessed, as all 
did, that he would make a report to the officers, and it 
would be just as well that the statement made then 
at this meeting should be on all-fours with the state- 
ment made previously at the tribunal. But he went 
further. He explained that he had made up his mind 
to give a good evening to his company when money 
came to him from Europe, and surely no one would 
blame him for that. Then he went on to say that he 
was truly sorry for the affray and for any language or 
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acts of his that might have brought it about. Had 
he but remotely guessed what would be the result, he 
would have burned the money sooner than let it be the 
cause of strife between companies which had been so 
lately fighting side by side against the enemy and 
which had never before fallen out with each other. For 
his own part, he hoped and prayed that the former good 
relations might once more exist between us, and he 
believed that they would, and that we should respect 
one another more than ever on account of the gallantry 
which No. 4 Company and his own had displayed in 
that unfortunate struggle. Many other things he said 
to the same effect, and when he had finished it was easy 
to see that all, with the exception of the Italian, were 
satisfied. Not that the Italian desired to prolong the 
disagreement, but he saw — what his fellow-delegates 
either did not seq, or, for the sake of peace, pretended 
not to see — that Nicholas had deliberately resolved, 
when the money arrived, to get up a quarrel between 
the companies through pure devilment and love of ex- 
citement The Itsili^n wanted to show clearly to all 
that he at least understood and was determined to 
publish his opinion, and it must be admitted that he 
was quite within his rights in doing so, though it would 
have been more discreet on his part to keep his thoughts, 
for the moment any way, to himself. He developed his 
plan of attack in a Socratic manner. 

"Why," he questioned the Russian (I may mention 
that all through he ignored the rest of us), " why did 
you not spend the money with all ? " 

"Because I never go outside my company," replied 
Nicholas. 

" Very good ; but why did you buy up all the drink 
in the two cabarets ? Why did you not leave some in 
one of them for us ? " 

" Because I thought that all would be scarcely enough 
for my own comrades, and one thinks only of his own." 

"True," continued the Italian; "but then why did 
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you not give us notice that you were taking all for 
yourself and your companions ? " 

" Because I thought that such a notice would be an 
insult and would certainly provoke a quarrel, a thing 
which I was most anxious to avoid." 

A low muttering of approval followed this, but Cecco 
only smiled like one unconvinced. I was looking at 
Nicholas at the time ; truly he had the air and bearing 
of one who would suffer martyrdom rather than tell a 
lie. He puzzled me. For a moment I almost believed 
him innocent, he seemed so calm and steadfast, his 
manner was so open and ingenuous. Here, a stranger 
might remark, is an upright. God-fearing man, whose 
heart knows no guile, whose mind is lofty and self- 
respecting, whose bosom swells with love and friendship 
for his fellow-man. Cecco's comrades seemed almost to 
believe, but the Italian was too cunning, too experienced 
in the world — above all, too full of knowledge of his 
own rascality — ^to be convinced. 

" Well, well, well," he said ; " we were insulted, and 
you best of all know it Shall we not have even an 
apology ? There cannot," he went on, " be an excuse. 
No matter about the woman and her fickleness ; no 
matter about the wine and the tobacco ; what can be 
said of the ugly words spoken of us, the comrades of 
the Portuguese?" 

" Ah," replied Nicholas in a tone of contrition and 
with an assumption of sorrow that would have deceived 
Vidocq himself, ''that is what wounds me. I, alas ! have 
been indiscreet. I confess that I was overjoyed when I 
saw around me my comrades happy and free from 
care, and that in a moment of excitement I said things 
which were altogether wrong and uncalled for. Let 
me beg your forgiveness for my offence, and, as an 
evidence of my regret and a proof of your forgiveness, 
let us spend, both companies together, the remainder 
of the money sent to me by a kind friend in my own 
country." 
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The admission that the Russian still had money, and 
enough too to provide fun and pleasure for both com- 
panies, was quite sufficient to settle the whole affair. 
Even Cecco was satisfied, as he remarked : " What was 
the use of abusing one another for a thing that could 
not be undone, when it was so much better to shake 
hands and clink glasses and be good friends as of 
old ? " 

" What indeed ? " assented the Lorrainer. " What in- 
deed ? " said we all. 

We shook hands earnestly and gladly with one 
another, and each quartette departed to its own com- 
pany. AH were pleased to hear the report. The men of 
No. 4, indeed, cheered Nicholas as loudly as we did. The 
commandant was satisfied ; he knew well that the men 
were only too glad to become reconciled, but he took 
care when the rest of the Russian's money was spent 
that it was spent in the encampment and that half-a- 
squadron of chasseurs were standing by their saddled 
horses until the last man had gone quietly home to 
quarters. They were not wanted, indeed, but the cun- 
ning fox was taking no chances, as a serious renewal of 
the fight would, if not at once put down, be bad for his 
military reputation. 

So we became friends again. But we suffered a 
little, and judged it best to volunteer for the war in 
Tonquin, for the soldier going on active service, 
especially as a volunteer, generally gets his punish- 
ments remitted, and is received back again into the 
favour of his superiors. 
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CHAPTER IX 

r\F course, the afiair did not altogether end with the 
reconciliation of the companies. Punishment had 
to be awarded to both, and as ours was the more guilty 
one we received more than the men of No. 4. As 
so many were included it was obviously impossible to 
punish us in any of the ordinary ways, but we got extra 
drills, extra duties, unnecessary most of them, and in 
addition each of the companies had to furnish all the 
guards and pickets for the little camp on alternate days. 
This relieved the Turcos and those of our men who had 
not been in the fight, but it was very hard for us others 
to do double drill and double fatigue, let us say on 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and on Tuesdays, 
Thursdays, and Saturdays to be on sentry or on picket 
during the day and to sleep in our clothes, with only a 
greatcoat to cover us, during the night. And even then 
there was no chance of sleeping much, for when night 
fell one of the sections was on g^uard and outlying picket 
for two hours, and then the other relieved the first for 
the next two. Thus, if my section went on duty at 
eight o'clock in the evening after, be it well understood, 
doing our fair share of guard and camp-picket work 
from eight in the morning, we were relieved at ten for 
a little rest, went on again at midnight, and were re- 
lieved at two ; took up the duty once more at four, and 
remained on until six, and then we had two hours to 
get our morning coffee and clean up our things to come 
off guard at eight. You might think that it was hardest 
on the oflficers, sergeants, and corporals ; but no, only 
one oflficer and one-third of the sous-officiers mounted 
guard on any morning, so that all of these got five 
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nights in bed out of every six, whereas we, the trouble- 
some ones, got only one night in every two. 

We bore it well enough, however, though I must 
admit that we used bad language occasionally, but, as 
there were so many of us included in the punishment, 
no one minded it so much as if he were the only de- 
linquent It helps a man wonderfully to bear hardship 
and disgrace when he sees many others undergoing the 
same misfortunes as himself, and this is the rule even 
though he does not wish evil to his comrades in distress. 
One man on a sinking raft will in all probability go 
mad before it takes its final plunge beneath the waves ; 
a dozen men similarly situated will have less fear of 
the great deep and the great unknown, because each 
is, as it were, consoled by the knowledge that others 
too must pass through the grim portals of death at the 
same time and place and by the same means as he. 
Thus it was that, though we grumbled and cursed one 
minute, the next we laughed and rallied one another ; 
and we had, moreover, one great consolation — we 
knew that the story would rapidly run through the 
Legion, and that our good comrades, 8000 in number, 
would laugh with fierce delight when they heard of the 
encounter and its causes, and would admire and envy 
the men who had the spirit and the devilment to provide 
such a relief from ennui in the little camp on the border 
of the desert. We eagerly figured to ourselves how 
they would gloat over the story of the Cooloolie girl 
and her lovers — the handsome Greek and the passionate 
Portuguese; we knew how they would envy Nicholas 
and his money; we felt quite certain that the story 
would go down to succeeding legionaries with embel- 
ishments, as was natural, and finally become one of the 
best-loved traditions of the corps. It is still too early 
to call it a tradition ; but, take my word for it, the 
fight between the two companies at Three Fountains is 
talked of to-day in many a barrack-room, in many a 
lonely village round an oasis in the Sahara, over many 
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a camp and watch fire, in many a canteen and cabaret, 
where the vieux soldats pull their grey moustaches and 
tell the eager-eyed recruits over the eau'de-vie and the 
vin ordinaire the wonderful story of what happened when 
a Cooloolie girl changed her lover and a Russian prince, 
in exile and disgrace, received thousands of francs from 
a friend, " most likely a woman, mes enfantsl* in Europe 
and spent it as a soldier should. Ay, even the officers 
are proud of the story to-day, and, when they go to 
France on leave, our little escapade is told in the family 
circle and to all the friends and relations who are con- 
tinually asking for tales of ces affreux Ugionnaires. 

I had almost forgotten another part of our punish- 
ment. While all the others turned out for parade with- 
out knapsacks, those of us who had been in the affray 
had to appear in heavy marching order, as English 
soldiers say — ^that is, with all our buffleterie^ knapsack, 
and pouches on our persons. In fact, looking at us one 
would imagine that we were just about to start on a 
campaign. Another thing was that Nicholas, Le Grand, 
and I, as to all appearance the ringleaders in the affair, 
were not allowed to stir out of the camp or even to 
go much through it; a sergeant or a corporal would 
quickly order us back to our own quarters, if we were 
seen at any distance from them. Moreover, we three 
lost all our pay ; but that made little difference, it was 
not much anyway, and our comrades gave us as much 
tobacco as we wanted and as much wine as we really 
cared about or they could spare. 

While we were thus getting a foretaste of purgatory, 
into the camp one sultry afternoon rode the colonel of 
the regiment. That evening he spent in talking to the 
officers and examining some sergeants and corporals, 
who were believed to have most knowledge of the 
quarrel and of those - engaged in it, especially the cor- 
porals who commanded the squads in which the Russian, 
Le Grand, and I were. Le Grand, I have already said, 
did not belong to our squad, not even to our section. 
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Next morning at six a company of Turcos relieved No. 4 
Company, which had been on guard and outlying picket 
all the night, and at seven, immediately after the morn- 
ing coffee, the two companies of legionaries were formed 
up in line first and inspected, and then in column of 
sections, Na i section of mine being the front, and 
No. 2 of No. 4 Company the rear, of the half-battalion. 
While in this formation we were addressed by the 
colonel of the regiment I cannot give a detailed 
account here of what he said ; all I remember is that 
he abused, threatened and cursed us for nearly half-an- 
hour. We did not mind that, however, as we were 
case-hardened enough already ; but what we did mind 
was the Parthian shaft he let fly as he turned to leave 
the ground : " Remember, remember well, that all the 
punishment has not been endured ; when the com- 
mandant is satisfied I shall wish to be satisfied too." 
To say truth, then, he frightened us. 

When we were dismissed from parade, we indulged 
in many gloomy speculations as to the extra punish- 
ment awaiting us. We knew, or rather guessed, two 
things at once — first, that the extra fatigues and guards 
would soon be discontinued, for our officers were not 
likely to make us disgusted with our duties, because we 
should then become careless, and who could foretell 
what danger might arise from the inattention of a sentry 
or the unwilling response to orders on the part of an 
advance-guard? Secondly, we quite understood that 
very soon we should turn our backs on Three Fountains, 
where everything kept us from forgetting the dispute 
and the fight, especially the little mound at the eastern 
side of the camp, that marked the last resting-place of 
the Greek and the Portuguese and our other comrades 
who had fallen — an ugly reminder of an ugly fray. As 
soon, therefore, as other white troops could be sent to 
our camp we should pack and march — the question was, 
whither? Now, there are many bad stations in the 
south of Algeria. There are places where one may often 
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not wash his face and hands for- a week, so scarce is 
water there. To do the French Government justice, 
these places are usually held by native troops who do 
not mind thirst and dirt so much as Europeans, but it 
was well known that white men had on more than one 
occasion been sent to such stations and kept there until 
they almost despaired of ever becoming civilised again. 
Moreover, in these spots there is a great lack of other 
things besides water ; there is no wine save that which 
comes to the officers ; there is only the tobacco sold to 
one by the Government. Worst of all, a woman must 
be very much in love or very ugly before she will con- 
sent to follow a man thither. These are the suicide 
stations, if I may call them so— the stations where a 
shot rings out in the night and all rush to arms, fearing 
an attack of Touarek$ or Kabyles, but when dawn 
comes there is only a dead sentry making black the 
yellow sand at a post. When one man shoots himself 
an epidemic seems to set in ; men hear every day in 
hut or tent or guard room the ill-omened report ; soon 
they go about looking fearfully at one another, for no 
one knows but that he is looking into the eyes of a 
comrade who has made up his mind to die. The cor- 
poral counts his squad, " fourteen, fifteen — ah ! there 
were sixteen yesterday," so he says ; he thinks : How 
long until I have only fourteen, and who will be the 
next man to quit la gamellel 

We thought of all these things during the day, and 
we noted, more with anxiety than relief, that for us there 
were no drills or fatigues. My company was, indeed, 
warned to be ready to relieve the Turcos on guard at 
eight o'clock in the evening, but we were allowed to 
lounge about our quarters and talk with one another 
all the day. The different squads kept to themselves ; 
a grave crisis either dispels all squad distinctions or 
accentuates them, and it was the latter that took place 
on this occasion. We ate our meals in gloomy silence, 
but in the intervals between them we speculated inces- 
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santly on what the colonel meant by saying that when 
the commandant had punished us he would take care 
to punish us too. Though we thought of everything 
that might occur, yet we were not satisfied ; the inde- 
finiteness of the threat was its chief terror. If one 
knows with certainty the worst, why, one can prepare 
to meet it, but when some fate, terrible but not tangible, 
certain but not understood, hangs over a man or a 
number of men courage is apt to ooze out at the finger 
ends. Talk of the sword of Damocles, that was nothing ; 
— it simply meant death at some uncertain time — why, 
^ we all have such swords over our heads, and yet we eat 
and drink and sleep, we pray and curse, we laugh and 
weep, we hurt or help our neighbour, we gain or spend, 
as if life were the one thing safe and sure, safe and sure 
for ever. No one thinks much of his future beyond the 
grave ; it is the future on this side of the Styx that we 
most earnestly dwell on. Why, even the man con- 
demned to death thinks far less of what may happen 
to his soul, if he believes that he has a soul, when it 
leaves the body, than of the years of gladness and 
fellowship with men that the law is about to take from 
him. The uncertainty and the suspense united made 
us discontented and gloomy ; we spoke to one another, 
it is true, but not in the old and pleasant way. There 
was not much cursing or swearing — we had gone beyond 
such solace or relief — but there was plenty of morose 
ill-humour, and as for bonne camaraderie^ there was less 
of it in a company than there had been the day before 
in a single squad. 

After the evening soup Nicholas nodded to me to 
come over to him. I was not sorry to go across the 
little space between us ; he was the first who had even 
been commonly polite to me that day. When we were 
together he spoke in a low tone and in English — I may 
remark here that Nicholas was very well educated and 
spoke at least half-a-dozen languages with purity and 
ease — asking me what I intended to do. 
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" Nothing," I replied. " I see nothing that I can da" 

" Nothing ? " he queried. 

" Nothing. And you ? " 

" Oh ! I," said he, " do not intend to stay in Algeria 
any longer; my physician orders me to a warmer 
climate somewhere in the East." 

" Yes," he went on ; " I fancy that Tonquin will suit 
my present ailment ; anyway, better see life along with 
the others who are now campaigning there than stag- 
nate in a desert hole." 

" You do not mean " I began, but he interrupted 

me. 

" Yes, I do mean it ; and I know that they will be 
only too glad to get such volunteers as we are." 

"They" (by "they" he meant the military authori- 
ties) " know very well that we shall be trying to escape 
from the fire to the frying-pan, and that we shall have 
only two things to depend upon to get us out of the 
latter — valour and good conduct. So we shall be the 
very best of soldiers, because, while others have merely 
to keep their good reputation, we shall have to earn 
ours over again. Trust me, they will be glad to accept 
us as volunteers for the war, and, listen, I know these 
French, when we volunteer they will almost altogether 
forgive us. They are very hard and strict, especially 
with us, and they are too nice about their honour, and 
they stand overmuch on ceremony and punctilio, but 
they are really generous, often more generous than just. 
When they find us trying to retrieve our good name 
they will give us every opportunity to do so. We shall 
have many vacancies in the ranks, it is true, and many 
a good comrade will not answer at the evening roll call, 
but it will be well with the survivors. In any case, I 
am tired of soldiering here. Why should I not see the 
world, not as I saw it before," he smiled sadly, as I 
thought, when he said this, " but as millions of men have 
seen it — a nameless unit in a crowd ? After all, many of 
Caesar's legionaries had happier lives than Caesar." 
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When he ceased speaking there was silence between 
us for some moments. Then he asked : 

" And you, young one, what will you do ? " 

" I will volunteer," I answered ; " there surely cannot 
be worse fighting in Tonquin than there was here at 
Three Fountains a short while ago." 

He smiled, and said : " Was it not good practice for 
war? Was it not better than all the drill in the 
world ? " 

" Yes," I replied ; " if someone got a thousand francs 
every week, we should be the finest fighting men on the 
earth. I mean those of us who did not go out there," 
and I nodded towards the mound on the eastern side of 
the camp. He shook his head. "Say nothing about 
that; it is all over now. I do not mind your saying 
what you think to me alone, but do not, I ask you, 
speak too freely to our comrades. They will soon 
forget everything, if they are not constantly reminded 
of things." 

After some further conversation we separated. 

I said nothing to the others about our resolve, as I 
wished that the Russian should be the first to explain 
matters to our comrades. I had more than one reason 
for doing this. In the first place, Nicholas, as he was 
known in the corps — what his real name and rank were 
we never learned — was my senior in age and experience ; 
in the second, he was a man of infinitely greater in- 
fluence than I or any other in the company, partly on 
account of his money and generosity, but still more 
because of his manner, bearing, and unconscious air of 
authority; moreover, he was the clearest and most 
convincing speaker I have ever heard. Again, he had 
brought us into trouble and had done a good deal to 
get us out of it ; to him, therefore, all looked for further 
deliverance. I felt sure that, when he told the rest of 
his intention, all of ours, and probably all of No. 4 Com- 
pany, would volunteer along with him. It would be 
much better for us if companies volunteered instead of 
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merely men or squads or sections. The greater the 
number going of their own accord to the war, the more 
lenient would our officers be ; and, furthermore, no man 
would be likely to be sent amongst strangers — we should 
probably all soldier together. Should Nicholas and I 
go out by ourselves, we should be transferred with bad 
reputations to a company already in Tonquin, and for 
that neither he nor I had any liking. If all volunteered, 
we might still remain an unchanged unit, even though 
in a new battalion, and one must never foi^et that when 
a man has been for some time living and working and 
fighting, yes, and looting, and perhaps doing worse, 
along with certain companions, he has a feeling of 
camaraderie^ of yearning for their society, which makes 
it very hard for him to leave them, though it must be 
acknowledged that a soldier easily makes new friends 
and new attachments wherever he goes, 

Nicholas did not ponder long before he announced his 
intention of volunteering for Tonquin. I don't think it 
took the others much by surprise, perhaps because 
recent events had prepared them for anything, perhaps 
because the Russian's acts, no matter how strange they 
might appear in another man, were only ordinary, 
natural, and to be expected in him. Any way they 
merely nodded or smiled, and at first no one asked for 
an explanation. This, however, the Russian gave of his 
own accord. 

"You know, mes camarades^' he began, "that the 
colonel is very angry with us and that he has it in his 
power to make things very uncomfortable for those who 
have displeased him. Now I do not care to stay under 
his command if I can get away from it, and there is but 
one course, as far as I know, by which I can avoid his 
anger and perhaps regain the reputation of being a 
good soldier and one not likely to disgrace the flag. 
There is, as we all are aware, a war against savages 
going on at this moment in Tonquin. I mean to 
volunteer to go thither; it will be easier to campaign 
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against Black FIs^s, who will kill me if they can and 
whom I will kill if I am able, than to suffer in a camp 
of hell in the desert, where one cannot resist nor even 
complain. Better, far better, will it be to march and 
fight, even to starve and die, like a soldier in an enemy's 
country than to live a life worse than a convict's in 
some one of those awful cantonments where even the 
native soldiers are discontented and restless. You all 
have heard, as I have, of the woes of poor soldiers in 
such places. The officers and sub-officers are hard 
enough here — I mean no offence to our own corporal, 
he has always been good comrade to his squad — but 
there they are veritable demons, there they carry 
revolvers by day and by night, and, if a sergeant should 
lose his temper and shoot a simple soldier, there is 
no redress, there is no punishment, unless the dead 
man's comrades themselves take a just vengeance 
on the murderer. And then there will be executions 
and deprivation of pay, and the last state of the com- 
pany will be worse than the first. Again, in those 
places, where not even our poor amusements and re- 
laxations are possible, where one can enjoy neither wine 
nor the society of women, men go mad and men commit 
suicide, and men deliberately break the laws in sheer 
despair, and, worst of all, men die lingering deaths from 
settled melancholy, thinking always, as they cannot 
help thinking, of home and former friends and the 
pleasant, happy days of youth. But I, for my part, will 
not, if I can avoid those places, go thither to starve, to 
mope, to rot alive, and to die — hopeless, friendless — for 
there men are not friends but only associates-— with a 
curse upon my lips and heavy anger with God and 
man in my heart No; rather will I volunteer for 
Tonquin. There I shall be, if no better, at least no worse 
than thousands of others who are fighting bravely, and 
are ready, if need be, to bravely die." 

When Nicholas stopped speaking an Alsatian said : 
"I too will volunteer." That was all ; Alsatians are not 
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inclined to talk much, but they are good, hardworking, 
steadfast men in action. If you are fighting and an 
Alsatian is your comrade, your rear-rank man let us 
say, don't be a bit afraid to go forward, the Alsatian 
will be always there, backing you up. They are not 
men who are anxious to lead a bayonet charge, but they 
won't refuse to follow, and where they go they gener- 
ally stay, for just as they don't begin an advance they 
won't, on the other hand, begin a retreat. Put a 
Parisian, a Gascon, or a Breton at the head of a com- 
pany of Alsatians and you have practically resurrected 
a company of the Old Guard. 

There was some confused talking after this. Nicholas, 
the Alsatian, and I kept out of the conversation, smok- 
ing our pipes in quiet contemplation of the rest ; the 
corporal of the squad was seated on his camp-cot, a 
cigarette between his lips, looking with a cynical smile 
at the Russian. At last it was decided — all the squad 
would volunteer. As soon as the corporal found that 
we were unanimous he seized his kepi and ran out of 
the hut without uttering a word save: Bons soldats^ 
bans camarades. We learned afterwards that he rushed 
straight off to the captain and told him of our decision. 
This was welcome news, as all the officers were chafing 
and fuming because they had not been selected for the 
front. I may here mention that our corporal was the 
first to gladden the captain's heart and bring him some 
hope of gaining glory and promotion, and, when the 
captain got the chance of giving promotion, our corporal 
exchanged the two red chevrons on his sleeve for the 
single gold one of a sergeant. 

Well, when the others heard of this, there was much 
earnest conversation and still more earnest gesticulation 
in the little camp. All were excited ; the desire to get 
away from the punishment stations, the eager wish for 
change, the natural impulse of soldiers to put into 
practice the teaching of the drill -ground and the 
manoeuvres, all combined to render the men anxious 
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to follow the example of our squad. Before we went 
on duty that night my company had volunteered to a 
man, and, when we dismounted guard in the morning, 
we were not a whit surprised to find ourselves relieved 
by native troops, for that told us that we had guessed 
aright and that No. 4 Company, our friends and erst- 
while foes, had thrown in their lot with us and would 
be our compagnons cTartfus et de voyage. We were 
very glad of that. Together we were a half battalion, a 
weak one, it is true — the mound on the east and the 
hospital held so many of our comrades — but still strong 
enough to demand and command respect. 

While we were enjoying our morning soup the officers 
of the company came round. How different everything 
was then compared with the day before ! The captain, 
a bronzed, heavy-moustached man, whose military career 
had not been very successful— he was a good soldier and 
a good officer, but he had made the great mistake of 
falling in love, as a sous-lieutenant^ -m^ his colonel's 
wife, and the colonel, now a general, had not forgotten — 
was in gfreat good humour. He remembered our crime, 
only to laugh at it, and said that the men who could 
give so good an account of themselves against the 
heroes of No. 4 were just the soldiers he wished to 
lead into action. He told us to be very careful. If we 
misconducted ourselves again the company might be 
distributed amongst the four battalions of the other 
regiment of the Legion, and that would be bad for us 
and bad for him as well. "Let us only be allowed 
to remain together," he said. " We shall all go out to 
Tonquin, and then there will be plenty of excitement, 
and promotion must come." He was thinking, I sup- 
pose, of his own disappointments. It must be very hard 
on a man to be passed in the race by others who were 
boys at school when he was wearing a sword ; why, the 
commandant of the battalion was younger than he. 
The other officers were also pleased ; the lieutenant a 
handsome fellow of twenty-five or so, was anxious to 
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get his company; the sub-lieutenant, a stem, hard- 
featured man of forty, who had risen from the ranks, 
was quite satisfied to go to a place where he might have 
a chance of picking up unconsidered trifles. Ah! ces 
vieux militaires are the quietest and most thorough- 
going pillagers in the world. Nothing comes amiss to 
them — they could teach even Cossacks how to loot — and 
how they manage to keep this loot and get it saf(gly 
home to wife or mistress — for they have always a woman 
on their private pay-sheet — I cannot for the life of me 
imagine. They do it, however, and they are not only 
in the Foreign Legion or in the French army — ^you 
will find them in every army, nay, in every regiment 
in the world. 

Well, the sergeants and corporals were well pleased 
too. They kept us for all that under strict discipline 
until the day we found ourselves aboard the transport 
at Marseilles. But I am anticipating. 

At about five o'clock in the evening both companies 
were paraded and inspected just as on the day before, 
but there was a great change in the colonel's manner. 
He was not over friendly with us, but he did not abuse 
or threaten. He called us sharply to attention, and 
then said : " Every man in the front rank who wishes 
to volunteer for Tonquin will march one pace to the 
front; every man in the rear rank who wishes to 
volunteer for Tonquin will march one pace to the 
rear. Volunteers, march I " At once the ranks separ- 
ated. All in front stepped one pace forward ; all in the 
rear took one pace backward. He walked down be- 
tween the ranks, saw that all had volunteered, took 
up his former position in front of us, and ordered us 
back to our original formation. " All have volunteered. 
I am well satisfied. Dismiss the parade, monsieur le 
commandant" 

For some time after we were busy getting ready to 
leave Three Fountains, and no one was sorry when we 
presented arms to a detachment of £ephyrs that came 
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to take our place. As soon as they had returned the 
compliment we fell into marching array in columns of 
fours, wheeled to the left, passed by the flank of the 
zephyrs, saluted the Turcos of the main guard at the 
gate, and stepped out on our first march northward. 
Truly, we were glad to leave behind the cantonment 
of Three Fountains and its associations. Always fond 
of change, we dropped our sadness, the sadness which 
one cannot choose but feel when leaving behind for ever 
even one's temporary home. Before we had finished the 
first league spirits were as high, laughter as gay, jests 
as plentiful as on my very first march, when with the 
other two hundred recruits I went from, the depot to 
the battalion. Normally the two companies should 
be about five hundred strong, but death and the doctor 
detained so many that I do not believe we were quite 
four hundred all told. However, at the depot, which we 
reached in good time, doing a fair day's march every 
day, we received additions to our numbers — ^self-styled 
recruits, really men who had learned more than a little 
of soldiering in other armies, and whom ill-luck or bad 
character or desire of French citizenship had driven or 
induced into the Foreign Legion. 

At the depot we received our outfit for the East. 
The kepi was exchanged for the white helmet, lighter 
underclothing was served out to us, all clothing and 
footwear was renewed, and I may say without boasting 
that when, fully five hundred strong, we paraded for the 
last time before entraining for Gran, in order to hear 
the farewell address of the depot commandant, we pre- 
sented as smart and soldier-like an appearance as any 
commanding officer could wish to see. The depot 
commandant made a short speech, shook hands with 
our commanding officer, wished him and us ban voyage 
et prompt retour^ and then, with the band at the head 
of the column, we marched out of the gate, saluting the 
guard as we passed, amidst the ringing cheers of the 
veterans and recruits left behind. When we were safely 
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in the train all discipline was* at an end: we shouted, 
cheered, laughed and sang, and so began our journey 
to the land where more than half my comrades lie — as 
quiet as the Greek and the Portuguese under the little 
mound on the eastern side of the mud huts of Trots 
Fontaines. 






CHAPTER X 

/^N a beautiful summer morning we marched down to 
the quay to join the transport that was to carry us 
and five or six hundred others to our destination in the 
the East. All was bustle, excitement, and confusion for 
some time, but matters quickly arranged themselves, 
and, when the last of the stores had been safely stowed 
away, we marched in single file up the gangway and 
stood to attention by squads on the deck. Each squad 
was led off by its corporal to the place assigned to it, 
and in a short time our quarters looked for all the 
world like a barrack on shore, save that one saw no 
bed-cots there. Our rifles and equipments were put 
in their proper places, the roll was called below for 
the last time, we were reported "all present and all 
correct," and then we were allowed to troop up on 
deck, to get our last glimpse of the land that many of 
us would never see again. As the ship cast off, we 
raised a cheer which was responded to by the people 
on the quay, a band ashore struck up the Marseil- 
laise, the Frenchmen first, and then we others of the 
Legion took up the refrain, and thus amid cheering, 
singing, and waving of helmets and handkerchiefs we 
started on our voyage to Tonquin. There were not 
many friends of those aboard weeping on the quay; 
we legionaries had none, and the Frenchmen were 
zephyrs — that is, men of bad character who had been 
assigned to convict battalions, and their friends, no 
doubt, were not over sad about their departure. There 
were some ladies and children who were affected, but 
they belonged to the officers — ^the sub-officers and the 
men had no friends, no relations, no home, one might 
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say, save the barrack, the cantonment hut, the tent, or, 
as at the time, the troopship. Well, so much the 
better: having nothing to lose but life, and that as 
a rule a wretched one, we should be the more reckless 
when recklessness was needed, and the French generals 
took care that we, the zephyrs and the legionaries, 
were put in the fighting line as much as possible and 
that the good men, the respectable soldiers, should only 
come into the fray when the burden of the fight was 
over and when we others were so spent with toil that 
reliefs were absolutely necessary. Let no one mis- 
understand me. I do not wish to convey that the 
French soldier or officer shirks danger ; on the contrary, 
I believe Frenchmen to be amongst the most daring 
soldiers in the world and the most cheerful under hard- 
ships, but the generals did not see any good in putting 
worthy citizens, future fathers of respectable families, 
into the most dangerous positions when they had ready 
to their hands men who bore so bad a reputation as 
the zephyrs and the legionaries gathered from every 
country under the sun. They were quite right in this, 
but all the same we might sometimes, just once in a 
while, have been allowed to dawdle along with the 
reserve instead of being continually on the jump where 
the bullets were. Of ' course, though we grumbled, 
we were proud too that the most difficult and most 
dangerous work fell to our share. 

For the first couple of days out I was very sea-sick, 
but the horrible mal-de-mer in the end passed off, and 
I was able to take an interest in things around me as 
before. I don't mean to say much of the life aboard. 
Such a tale would be only a recital of troubles and 
grievances, but troops on a transport cannot expect 
a very pleasant time. One thing we were glad of — 
there were no women and children aboard. The veterans 
told us why we should rejoice at this, and any man who 
has travelled on a troopship with women and their 
babies will easily guess the reason. The worst part 
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of the voyage was while we were going through the 
Red 3ea. There one loathed his morning coffee and 
growled at his evening soup. The dull, deadly, oppres- 
sive heat in that region almost killed us. We lay around, 
unable almost to curse, and the soldier who finds himself 
too weak to do that, must be in a very bad way indeed. 
Only once in the Red Sea did we show signs of life. 
It was when a French troopship passed us on her way 
home with sick and wounded from the war. The 
convalescents crowded on her deck and raised a feeble 
shout. We cheered heartily in reply, and we kept up 
the cheering until it was impossible for them any longer 
to hear. We pitied them, poor devils. How they must 
have in turn pitied us, going as we were to the wretched 
land where they had left behind health and many good 
comrades, and where we too should pay our quota of dead 
and receive our quota of wounds and illness. Anyway 
the sight of them roused us for a time, but we quickly 
fell back into the languor induced by the excessive iieat 
Here let me make a remark which may be of interest 
to many. We legionaries had men, as I have already 
said more than once, from every country in Europe, 
and from some outside of it, and one might imagine 
that men of different nations would be differently 
affected by the heat, aggravated, as it was, by cramped 
quarters and wretched food. Well, I cannot single out 
any country whose natives endured the discomfort 
better or worse than the others, but there were un- 
doubtedly two classes of men aboard, one of which 
was far more lively, far less given to grumbling, and 
altogether possessed of more buoyancy and resilience 
of temperament than the other. These were the men 
of fair complexion. All the fair-haired, blue-eyed 
soldiers seemed to be able to withstand bad condi- 
tions of living more easily and better than their dark- 
complexioned comrades. I offer no explanation of 
the fact, but I noted during the voyage for the first 
time, and afterwards I had many opportunities of con- 
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firming my original impression, that fair men are 
superior to dark ones in endurance and in everything 
connected with war except the actual fighting; with 
regard to that, complexion does not count I have 
noticed in fever hospitals that the black moustaches 
far out-numbered the reddish ones ; in a field hospital 
there was never such a disparity. I cannot say that 
other observers agree with me. I merely put on record 
a thing that I noticed and that produced a deep 
impression on me, but I never mentioned it to my com- 
rades, nor shall I now write down the various specula- 
tions with regard to men and nations that I was led 
by it to indulge in. All I say is : I thank my stars 
that my moustache is rather red — that seems to me a 
token of endurance, if not of strength. 

In due time we arrived off Singapore, and put in there. 
I must now mention a few incidents of our stay in that 
harbour ; they were, indeed, the chief events of the voyage. 

The reason why we put into Singapore was that coal 
had run short, and the captain of the troopship did not 
like to go on to Saigon with the small supply left 
Those of us who did not know that Singapore belonged 
to Great Britain soon learned the fact, and more than 
one eagerly desired to get clear of the ship to land, 
and thus regain his freedom. Now, I am no apologist 
for desertion. I think it a mean and cowardly crime, 
but, if there be any excuse for it, surely many of 
ours must be held excused. Remember that we were 
foreigners in the French service, that mdny of ours 
had had good reason to fiee from justice in their own 
countries, that we all had a bad reputation with 
our officers and our French comrades, and, above all, 
that recent events — the fight at Three Fountains and 
the morbidly suggestive mound at the east side of 
the camp there; the ugly fear of a horrible desert 
station and the intolerable heat of the Red Sea — had 
made many men think anxiously, constantly, longingly 
of getting away, at a stroke as it were, from ugly 



104 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

memories and gloomy forebodings begotten of them. 
Men don't desert from their colours without grave 
reason. Even the most flighty man will think twice 
and thrice before taking the risk of the court-martial 
that awaits detection or recapture. Moreover, in our 
case sentries with loaded rifles were on duty at all 
points; one would imagine that not even a rat could 
leave the ship unnoticed. 

Well, the vessel was brought near the wharf and two 
gangways were run out, one for the coolies carrying in 
the full baskets, the other for the coolies going out with 
the empty ones. These coolies carried their baskets on 
their heads, as you often see women carrying loads in 
other countries. As each one passed the bunker he 
tipped the contents of his basket in, and then went 
under a little archway, and crossed out by the second 
gangway for a new load. Now there was one man of 
my company — a Bulgarian — ^who was under confine- 
ment for some slight oflence against discipline, and, 
as the heat was almost unbearable, he had been brought 
up by the guard — acting with the commandant's per- 
mission, be it well understood — and allowed to sit under 
this archway during the heat of the day. I was the 
nearest sentry to him, being placed at the outgoing 
gangway, and one of my orders was to watch this man. 
Like many other orders I remembered this one only in 
order to be able to repeat it to the officer of the day, 
and never imagined that there was any necessity of 
caring more about it. I was mistaken. 

As the coolies passed under the archway, a good deal 
of coal dust accumulated there. This dropped from 
the baskets, which they often carried mouth downward 
in their hands, when empty. The prisoner had a vessel 
of water, and this he carefully mixed with coal dust 
until he had enough to stain all his body black. I 
must mention that part of his little apartment was 
screened off* from view by a half-partition, and while 
in this recess he could be seen only by the coolies as 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 105 

they passed through. Here he undressed and carefully 
blackened his person, and then, watching a favourable 
opportunity when my attention was completely taken 
up by a dispute on the quay, he throttled a coolie 
passing through, forcibly seized his basket, gave him 
— as payment, I suppose — a knock-down blow on the 
point of the jaw, and started for the gangway. This 
he gained unperceived by me. Half-a-dozen steps 
carried him ashore, and once on British soil he was 
safe from all arrest. He flung the basket on the ground, 
and at once ran at his utmost speed towards the town. 
A cry from those on shore called my notice to the 
running man, and I knew at once, by his size and car- 
riage, that the Bulgarian had escaped. The moaning 
of the coolie, who was rapidly coming to after the 
sudden and savage assault on him, was another intima- 
tion that I had of the escape. I was put under arrest 
at once, and kept in close confinement until we reached 
Saigon, but the officer in command did not punish 
me further. The ingenuity displayed by the deserter 
was so evident, that no one blamed me very much for 
being taken off my guard and allowing a wrong man 
to go ashore, and, moreover, as we neared Tonquin, all 
thought more and more of the fighting and less and 
less of punishing a man who was not flagrantly in the 
wrong. Of course, there was no chance of recapturing 
the Bulgarian ; he had reached foreign soil, and there 
is no act of extradition affecting men guilty of merely 
military offences. It was well for him, however, that 
my eyes were turned towards the dispute on the quay ; 
all the blackening would scarcely have deceived me, 
and I should have shot him dead on the gangway 
before he could have time to reach the land. For all 
that I was glad that he got safely away, for, though 
a man will do his duty no matter how disagreeable 
it may be, yet he is not at all sorry when he misses 
the chance of doing such duty as mine would have been, 
had I noticed the runaway in time. Further on I shall 
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have occasion to mention the case of another deserter, a 
man who deserted from a certain European army to 
French soil, and it was strange — oh, very strange — 
that neither the French nor the other sentries could 
bit him at less than a hundred yards' range, while he 
was making a desperate rush across the strip of 
undefined territory that marked the frontier. 

Some other incidents occurred at Singapore, but, 
as I was under arrest, I can only speak of them as I 
heard about them from my comrades. After the 
Bulgarian's escape a far stricter watch was kept — double 
sentries were posted — but to a determined man nothing 
is impossible: More than one was found absent at 
morning roll call, and at last it became evident that, 
in some cases at least, connivance on the part of a pair 
of sentries had permitted the escape. If a man once 
got down into the water, he was practically free. 
Certainly a shark — and sharks do abound in these 
waters, and especially in the harbours, where they pick 
up all sorts of garbage — might cross his path, but 
there was not much dai^er, as the distance to the 
land was so small. No one of ours, as far as we could 
know, was caught in such a way. One, however, was 
caught by something almost as bad, but I must give 
a new paragraph to describing the hero of the tale 
before I begin the story about him. 

The man I refer to I have already mentioned in con- 
nection with the negotiations between the companies 
after the fight at Three Fountains. He was the Italian 
that held the same leading place in the deputation 
from No. 4 Company as Nicholas the Russian did in 
ours. Without education — I don't believe that he 
could write his name — he possessed a fund of shrewd- 
ness and a faculty of quick observation that made him 
more than the equal of scholars — and many men of 
good education were in our ranks. Not at all desirous 
of a quarrel, he was pre-eminently one to avoid fighting 
with, for in a row he foi^ot all about his own safety 
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and seemed not to care what hurt he received so long 
as he hurt his enemy, and any weapon that lay at hand 
would be used by him without hesitation at the time 
or remorse or shame afterwards. A smart, clean, active 
soldier; yet he was always getting into trouble and 
disgrace, now with his corporal, at another time with 
the sergeant of the section, but never with the officers. 
Fellows said that he belonged either to the Mafia or 
the Camorra, but opinions were divided as to whether 
he came to the Legion to avoid arrest by the Italian 
Government for crimes committed in the course of 
business or punishment from his association for treach- 
ery or some other offence against their laws. Anyway 
he was with us, and though not liked, still respected ; 
though we did not fear him, yet we took good care 
to let him alone. He was not a man — to his credit 
be it said — who interfered with others. Why, then, 
should others interfere with him ? About five feet five 
in height, of carriage alert rather than steady, with 
quick, black eyes, dark complexion, small, black mous- 
tache, regular features and even, white teeth, he was 
certainly one to attract anyone's attention, especially 
a woman's. He was very cynical with regard to the 
sex, not valuing woman's fondness much, but, all the 
same, so long as he was a girl's lover he allowed no 
poaching on his preserves. He sang well — French 
songs as well as Italian — ^and played on more than 
one musical instrument, his favourite one being a small 
flageolet, and with this he lightened more than one 
weary hour for us on shipboard. He never told any- 
one, I believe, of his intention to desert. I fancy he was 
too cautious for that. When he did go, no sentry 
connived at the business, for, even had our men been 
doing duty, not one of us cared so much for the Italian 
as to risk a court-martial for his sake. 

I must here remark that the legionaries had been 
relieved of sentry duty, as so many of them had gone 
away without even bidding good-bye to anyone. The 
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French soldiers, the zephyrs, were now doing all this 
duty ; and they did it so well, I must admit, that no 
man got clear away while they were on the watch — 
at least until the Italian left the ship — but his absence 
was not a long one. All our coal had been taken in, 
and the vessel had moved away from the wharf out 
into the harbour, so that it lay about 200 yards 
from shore. The sentries must have thought that no 
man would be so mad as to attempt to swim such a 
distance, since the water was full of sharks, and in all 
probability their vigilance had decreased. The morning 
after the ship had moved out the Italian did not answer 
at roll call, and it was at once assumed, and truly, that 
he had escaped, and, as no cry from the water had been 
heard by the men on duty, that he had got safely to 
land. Before the hour of departure the French consul 
came off in his own boat, to see the officers of the ship 
and of the troops. This, of course, was natural, but 
everyone was surprised to see him, as soon as he gained 
the deck, rush forward with malicious joy in his eyes 
to greet the commandant. 

" Ah, mon commandant, I have a present for you." 
" Thanks, thanks, my friend ; how you are good ! " 
"A most charming present. I bring you a friend 
whom you most earnestly desire to see." 

Leaning over the side he shouted out some orders to 
his sailors, and they, going under an awning at the 
stern, carried out the Italian bound hand and foot. 
How the commandant cursed him ; how the Frenchmen 
smiled and jeered ; how we, his comrades, felt sad that 
our worthy comrade should have been caught almost 
on the threshold of liberty! Camaraderie overcame 
all other feelings, and we pitied the poor wretch, for 
we guessed that a court-martial would have little mercy 
on a soldier, especially a soldier of the Legion, captured 
in the act of deserting from his company while on the 
way to the seat of war. As for the Italian, he was 
calm and collected, but, if he were free and had a knife 
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and were within striking distance of the commandant, 
that officer would surely have had an end put to his 
cursing on the spot. In a moment the Italian was 
brought aboard and at once sent down to the prisoners' 
quarters, where he found several comrades, myself among 
the number, eagerly speculating on the noise and con- 
fusion above. 

As soon as the guard had gone away someone asked 
the Italian what the noise on deck was about. He 
answered sharply : 

**^ About a better man than you — about me." 
None of us cared to put any further questions ; Cecco 
was in very bad humour indeed. However, in about 
ten minutes he told us all, saying he had slipped over 
the side of the vessel when four sentries had come close 
enough to chat — this, you must remember, meant only 
the approach to one another of two posts, as all sentries 
had been doubled — that he had been in the water for 
about three minutes when he came close to a boat, which 
he boarded ; that, like a fool, he made himself and his 
intention known before he found out the character of 
his hosts ; that he was at once seized, and was told, when 
bound, that the boat belonged to the French consul 
and therefore he was still on French territory. " The 
rest you know," said he, "or can guess." We were 
sorry, and told him so. He thanked us graciously 
enough, and hoped we might have better luck in our 
enterprises than he had had in his, and, in reply to a 
question as to what he thought would happen, he said 
at first that he did not know and he did not care, but he 
would dearly like to have the commandant at his mercy 
just long enough to kill him. "Listen carefully," he 
went on. " I shall be shot in all probability, but they 
will give me a chance of saying a prayer and making my 
confession before I die. The commandant will also be 
shot, but he will get no notice, and, unless he be very 
lucky indeed, no priest will be present to send him 
absolved from sin into the presence of God." For the 
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rest of the voyage the Italian and we got on well 
tc^ether. He got the best of the dinner, not that he 
thanked us or that we wanted thanks ; he knew why 
we did it, and we should have been very bad soldiers 
indeed if we did not do a little to keep up the spirits 
of a man doomed, as we knew him to be, to a sudden 
and early death. 

Let me anticipate once more. After our arrival at 
Saigon, Cecco was court-martialled, openly insulted the 
officers composing the court, was sentenced to death, 
and shot the following morning. And the commandant 
was shot in the back in a little skirmish in Tonquin — a 
brilliant little affair that would have brought him pro- 
motion had he lived. It may have been an accident, 
but there was at least a dozen Italians in the company 
immediately behind him, and in the heat of action 
bullets do occasionally go astray. How do I know that 
he was shot in the back? Well, I don't know^ but I 
suspect for two reasons : first, there was a sort of inves- 
tigation, which naturally led to nothing ; and, secondly, 
the Italian's words came back to my mind directly I 
heard of the commandant's death. After all, is it not 
bad enough for an officer to punish a man or to get him 
punishment? Why should he swear at the poor devil 
and abuse him as if he had no spirit, no sense of shame, 
no soul ? Any man will take his punishment fairly and 
honestly, if he believes that he has deserved it ; no man 
will stand abuse without paying in full for it when he 
gets his chance, for abuse is not fair to the man who is 
waiting for his court-martial. But all, or nearly all, 
officers are either fools or brutes. 

Another thing that happened at Singapore Le Grand 
told me afterwards. In the early days of desertion a 
fellow — I think he was a Belgian— came to Le Grand 
and proposed that they should go away together. 

"I am," said the Belgian, "a baker by trade; you 
speak English well and can teach me. Let us go 
together. You will interpret for me and I will work for 
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both. We shall get enough of money in six months 
to carry us to the United States, and there we shall 
separate as soon as I know enough of the language to 
make myself understood." 

" No," replied Le Grand ; " I volunteered for the war, 
and I mean to see what fighting means in Tonquin. 
Moreover, if I went away now, no one I care about 
would ever have any respect for me again. It is bad 
enough with me as it is ; I will do nothing to make it 
worse. The most people can allege against me now is 
folly ; no one shall ever be able to charge me with 
cowardice as well." 

Many times the baker renewed his entreaties to Le 
Grand to go away. Le Grand would not: he knew 
that hardships — perhaps sickness or wounds or death — 
lay before him, but better anything than self-reproach 
apd loss of self-respect. Le Grand was right in his own 
way, because he was, and is (for he is still alive and in 
a good position), a gentleman ; the Belgian baker was 
wise too in his generation and according to his own 
lights. He slipped off before the Frenchmen were 
ordered to supply all the guards. No one knows 
whether he fell a prey to the sharks or not, and, I may 
add, no one — not even Le Grand — cares. 

The only other important thing that was told to me 
was that our fellows and the zephyrs became rather 
dangerous to one another. From the beginning we were 
not too amiable, but when the commandant put us — 
at least the other l^onaries, for I was at the time in the 
prisoners' quarters on account of the Bulgarian's escape— - 
to do most of the duties about the ship and put French- 
men only on sentry, so that no more men of the Legion 
might desert, things rapidly came to a head. The com* 
mandant was lucky in two respects — ^the voyage to 
Saigon was short, and a French war vessel accompanied 
the transport. Had there been a twenty days' voyage 
without an escort the decks would have been washed 
red with blood, for, be it remembered, though the average 
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French soldier can conduct himself with propriety in 
almost any place, the zephyr is a military convict pure 
and simple. No matter how bad we were, the zephyrs 
were worse. Well, let me put it in another way : the 
zephyrs aboard were the bad characters of the French 
army; we others, the l^ionaries, were the bad char- 
acters of all the other armies of Europe. They, the 
zephyrs, had no chance of regaining their characters in 
their own country, where their misdeeds were known ; 
our fellows had started, each with a clean sheet, on join- 
ing an alien army. Thus our reputation as a body was 
bad, but no man had any very ugly charge against his 
name ; the zephyrs were bad by man, by squad, by 
company, and by battalion. However, they are really 
amongst the finest fighting men in the world ; some 
people, indeed, say that the zephyrs are second only 
to the legionaries. 

There was no fight. The big war-vessel lay not so 
far away, and all knew what its shells could do. Strange 
that we met these very zephyrs afterwards, and our 
companies and theirs, certainly aided by others, did a 
hard afternoon's bayonet-work together. We were 
friends after that, so much so that I believe that one 
battalion, and that a battalion of zephyrs, is the only 
one of the French army to speak with liking — all, of 
course, speak with respect, unless at a distance — of the 
Foreign Legion. But everything to its own place. 

At last we reached Pingeh — a fine harbour. I was set 
free, as well as all other prisoners save the Italian, and 
we disembarked, happy again at the change, to take 
our share in the war against the Black Flags, thinking 
more of the relief from the cramped quarters than of 
any dangers that lay before us. 



CHAPTER XI 

'\ll^HEN we arrived at Pingeh, the port of Saigon, 
the zephyrs disembarked first, and we followed. 
Straightway most of us were marched off to a camping- 
field where tents and other impedimenta were awaiting 
us, and in a short time we had formed a fairly creditable 
camp. Those of ours who were kept behind on the 
quay were employed in sorting out our baggage as the 
coolies carried the troopship's load ashore. Considering 
that all except the officers carried their belongings on 
their backs, this was not hard work, and most of them 
were satisfied, but the dozen or so left on guard over 
the ammunition cases brought out by the transport were 
not at all lucky, as they got no meal, not even a cup of 
coffee, for fully twelve hours. That's always the wav. 
Your ordinary officer can't understand why everybociy 
is not satisfied when he is. If the captain has a good 
lunch and a better dinner, the simple soldier may 
tighten his belt and put a bit of tobacco between his 
teeth — that is good enough for him. Well, there are 
officers who care for their men, but they are so few that, 
if you know a hundred captains, you may easily reckon 
the good ones on the fingers of a hand. Some are 
inclined to be good, but though physically brave they 
are morally cowards ; they cannot stand the sneering of 
those who look upon the men as mere instruments for 
gaining decorations and promotion, and it is so very 
easy to acquire the habit of doing as most of your 
equals do. It is wrong — oh ! I who have felt it know 
how wrong it is ! — for a man who has rank and a better 
lot than others to forget the responsibility attached to 
his position, to let the men under him understand hour 
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by hour and day by day and week by week how little 
he cares for their comfort, to swear at the sick, to sneer 
at the wounded, to order the dead to be thrown any way 
into a trench, and to abuse the burial party because they 
did not cover the carcasses quickly enough. War is 
war, as an Alsatian in my company used to say ; but 
why should a man, or rather men, come into camp for 
the night after a long march, and perhaps a sharp fight, 
to be sworn at and abused by the officers who, for tiieir 
own sakes even, should try to make things cheerful for 
all ? But again I am digressing. 

We spent about a week at Saigon, under canvas all 
the time. Of course, we got our share of inspection ; 
first the chief officer — I forget now who he was, not 
that he was at all worth remembering — then the medical 
officer, then a quartermaster — the best of all, for he 
supplied deficiencies in clothing. I must say this : when 
a French soldier goes on campaig^n he is well fitted out 
— ^they took from us every article that showed any signs 
of wear, and a new one was at once issued. At first 
we thought that we should have to pay out of our 
scanty means for the new supplies. We were only too 
glad to find that, instead of taking our money under 
false pretences, as they do in other armies, our pay was 
increased, and we were told, and truly told, that the 
increase would last while we were on active service. 
Take my word for it, no matter how bad the officers 
may be, the French Government is the best in the world 
to its troops on active service. If men suffer, it is not 
the fault of those in Paris ; put the blame rather on the 
underlings — I mean the commandants and the captains. 
But, remember, what I have just said I have said only 
of the Republic— of the monarchy and the empire I 
know nothing. 

Another reason for this delay was that the French, 
if they can by any chance do it, keep men quiet on land 
for some days after a voyage. This is very sensible. 
No man gets what I may call his land legs until some 
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time after he has come ashore from a transport, where 
space is small and men are many, where food is wretched, 
and water mawkishly warm and suspiciously sweet. 
The rest did us good ; the new clothing and the extra 
pay put us in good humour. When at last we put on 
our knapsacks for the march into the interior, we were 
altogether different from the 500 semi-mutinous scare- 
crows who had landed from the troopship only six or 
seven days before. 

Every man had 150 rounds of ball cartridge in 
his pouch ; all rifles were loaded ; we were evidently 
to be kept on the qui vive from the earliest possible 
moment ; talking in the ranks was often stopped with- 
out any visible cause ; the sentries were visited half- 
a-dozen times a night ; discipline was in all respects as 
strict as it could be ; and we were made to understand, 
as if we had learned nothing in Algeria, that we were 
in front of a cautious, skilful, and sometimes daring, 
enemy, and that every man was responsible for his own 
and his comrades' lives. 

Now I have no intention of writing a history of the 
war in Tonquin. I shall merely give details of the 
most important events of my life there, and of these 
the first in order was the battle of Noui-Bop. 

We had not been long in the East, and were by no 
means acclimatised, when the battalion to which our 
two companies had been sent was ordered to join a 
mixed force of French soldiers and natives under the 
command of a distinguished French general, whose name 
is of no importance to my narrative. This general was 
operating against a large force of Black Flags, and, as a 
result of his operations, there was every prospect of a 
hot engagement, and this was exactly to our taste. Ever 
since we had joined the battalion we had been looked 
upon with suspicion by the officers, for the news of the 
fight between the companies at Three Fountains had 
travelled to Tonquin, and many believed that it was a 
foolish thing to allow both companies to soldier together. 
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as there might be at any moment a renewal of the fray. 
Even our comrades of the two other companies in the 
battalion at first thought that we might again fall out, 
but very soon they saw what the officers could not, or 
would not, see — ^that No. 4 and ours were as friendly as 
possible to each other and that there was not the 
slightest chance of ill-feeling showing itself between us. 
Thus we were anxious to be in a big battle ; we trusted 
in ourselves, and every man was determined, by showing 
reckless bravery in the field, to wipe away the disgrace 
which we knew attached to us, partly for our little fight 
and partly for the desertions at Singapore. 

After a good deal of manoeuvring, of which we bore 
our share, at last it was evident that the eventful day 
had come. Some chasseurs d'Afrique who were witfi 
us had located the Black Flags and their allies, many of 
whom were regular soldiers of the Chinese army, in a 
strong position at a place called Noui-Bop. Our native 
scouts confirmed this, and also reported that there were 
several white officers amongst them — these we guessed 
to be English or Prussians, or a mixture of botS. We 
knew that the enemy had good rifles and plenty of 
ammunition, that they held favourable ground, that 
there was no chance of outflanking them owing to their 
superiority in numbers and the nature of the country, 
and that the frontal attack should be pushed well home 
if it were to succeed. Well, so much the better, we said 
to ourselves. 

On the morning of the battle we were aroused a little 
after sunrise. This was because, in the East, it is best 
for European soldiers to get the work of the day done 
before the sun becomes too hot After breakfast my 
battalion was ordered to leave knapsacks, greatcoats, 
blankets— everything, indeed, save our arms and the 
clothing we stood up in — in the quarters which we had 
occupied during the night, and about fifty men were 
told off to see that there was no looting of their com- 
rades' belongings while the fight was going on. Then 
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we went forward, and took up our position in the centre 
of the fighting line. On our right there were Annamite 
tirailleurs, backed up by some French soldiers, I think 
zouaves ; on our left a half-battalion of a French rai- 
ment of the line — if I do not mistake, the 143rd. We 
waited and smoked awhile, some laughed and joked, 
others puffed at their pipes in silence, the officers were 
talking and looking always to the rear. At last a dull 
booming was heard — the guns were banning behind us — 
we could see the shells passing over our heads and 
bursting more than a thousand yards away in our front. 
Pipes were put up, but still we sat quietly on the ground, 
listening to the roar of the guns and watching the shells 
as they searched the line where our enemies lay. A 
staff officer galloped up to our commandant, and we 
all got up without waiting for the word of command. 
After a short colloquy the staff officer galloped back to 
the general, the orders came clear and abrupt from 
commandant and captains, and before we could well 
understand what we were doing No. 4 Company and 
mine were extended in skirmishing order, with the other 
two companies of the battalion behind us in support. 

We had not advanced very far in this formation when 
a man, five or six files on my right, flung up his arms 
and came to the ground with a groan. Just then we 
b^an to fire, our firing being kept strictly under con- 
trol by the officers and sub-officers, who saw no use in 
allowing us, as soldiers naturally do, to blaze away all 
our ammunition at too long a range against a well- 
protected enemy. We went along almost too well ; 
not alone had the officers to control our fire, they had 
also to work hard to keep us in hand as we went forward 
in the attack. All was well. A man fell here and an- 
other there, but the losses were not enough to speak 
about until we came to the dangerous zone. 

Now let me explain what is meant by the dangerous 
zone. I did not understand it at the time, but I after- 
wards learned all about it, and many a time I thanked 
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my stars when the order came to fix bayonets, for 
then I knew that I was safely through the ugly place 
and that most, if not all, of the chances were in my 
favour. 

The Chinese — at least those of them whom we were 
fighting — never put the rifle to the shoulder as Euro- 
peans do when about to fire. Instead, they tuck the 
rifle-butt into the armpit and try to drop the bullet, as 
it were, on the attacking party. They cannot well do 
this until the attack comes within five hundred yards 
of the defence, nor can they do it when the enemy 
is within two hundred yards of their line, but they 
succeed fairly well — that is, well for such clumsy 
shooters — while the fighting line of the advance is 
between five hundred and two hundred yards of their 
position. This was pointed out to us by our officers, 
and we could easily see for ourselves that what they 
said was true. Looking back — of course, when the 
battle was over — we saw only scattered bodies lying for 
the first three or four hundred yards of our advance, 
then a comparatively large number in the dangerous 
zone, after that few, for, as we closed with the bayonet 
and were practically at point-blank range, the Black 
Flags wavered and fired at the sky rather than at us. 

Well, we had got along fairly until we came to within 
about five hundred yards of the enemy's trenches. Then 
the men went down fast, and the officers, sergeants, cor- 
porals, and veterans shouted out to us neophytes to run. 
And we did run ; we covered about three hundred yards of 
heavy ground — we were attacking through rice fields, you 
must know — as quickly as men ever did before or since. 
I was pretty blown when I heard the order given to 
lie down, and down we lay, with bullets flying overhead, 
until we regained our breath. Above us the shells from 
our guns were shrieking, in front they were exploding ; 
it gave us all — at least it gave me-^a feeling of heartfelt 
gratitude that the big guns were on our side. After 
some time we were ordered forward again. We ran a 
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bit, fired a round, ran again a little way and fired an- 
other cartridge, not at the foe, for as yet we could see 
no men in our front, but at the long line of smoke that 
overhung the trenches where the Black Flags and their 
allies, the Chinese regulars, were waiting for our charge. 
In this fashion we managed to get to within about 
eighty yards of the enemy's trenches, and were then 
ordered to halt, lie down, and fire as often as possible at 
the heads and figures that we were now beginning to 
distinguish where the little puffs of smoke arose. A 
light breeze was sweeping down the battlefield, and this 
lifted the blue-white clouds, so that men on both sides 
could easily make out their enemies. An ofHcer sprang 
up about twenty yards away from me, waved his sword, 
and shouted out something which I could not hear, so 
incessant was the rattle of musketry. I saw the others 
fixing their bayonets, and I reached round to my left side 
to pluck out mine. As I did so, I saw the supporting 
companies of ours running up to join us. Very soon 
they were at our side, and the four companies, nearly 
a thousand strong, poured in a hot fire for a minute or 
two. Then we heard the clear notes of the charge. In 
a second, commandant, officers, sub-officers, and simple 
soldiers were all racing for the trenches like madmen, 
shouting: "Kill, kill I" How I got there I do not 
know. I was in, anyway, if not amongst the first, cer- 
tainly not amongst the last, and when there a horrible 
scene lay before my eyes. On all sides were dead and 
dying men, some of the dead quiet and calm in appear- 
ance, as if only sleeping, with just a little spot of red on 
the forehead or staining the breast ; others torn to pieces 
by the deadly shells. Some of the wounded were quite 
passive and resigned ; others were crying out, I suppose 
for mercy. But it was not of them we thought, our busi- 
ness lay with a large body of men, led by a big chief in 
yellow tunic and wide yellow trousers, who met us with 
bayonet, sword, and spear and tried to retrieve the 
fortunes of the day. Our officers — ^bad as they were. 
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they were brave — rushed straight at this band. We 
followed like wolf-hounds rushing at wolves. Their hoarse 
cries and imprecations soon died away as with bloody 
bayonets we thrust and dug our way through them from 
front to rear. Once more the Asiatic went down before 
the European, and in five minutes from the time our 
foremost entered the trenches we had left not a single 
Black Flag or Chinese r^ular standing on his feet. 
Some of the wounded fired at us as they lay upon the 
ground ; that work, however, was very soon stopped. 

Meanwhile the half-battalion of French troops of the 
line had gallantly carried their part of the entrench- 
ments, but on the right the native troops, the Annamite 
tirailleurs, were in trouble. Some Frenchmen were with 
them, but these were too few of themselves to make head 
against the enemy, who thronged like bees to flowers 
where they saw a good chance of throwing back the attack. 
My captain, a good soldier and a bad man, hastily 
collected about a hundred of his men, and getting us 
into some sort of order gave us the word — and the 
example too, indeed — ^to charge. We fell upon the ex- 
posed flank of the barbarians. In a couple of minutes 
we drove it in upon the main left of the enemy, and 
very soon the Annamites, taking their courage in both 
hands, returned to the attack. Some of ours again went 
round and charged the enemy in the rear, and then the 
game was up — ^the battle was over. I wish I need say 
no more about the fighting, but many would not sur- 
render, and these, of course, were promptly shot or 
bayoneted where they stood. Some wounded also 
suffered, but I must say that when a white man, zouave 
or legionary, put a wounded enemy out of pain it was 
only after the savage had tried to shoot or stab a 
passing soldier. Well, if a wounded man will try to 
kill there is only one thing to do — put it as soon as 
possible out of his power to do serious damage. I don't 
blame the savages much for firing or cutting at our 
fellows; as they never gave quarter to whites, they 
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naturally believed, I suppose, that whites would give 
no quarter to them. 

Some of the Annamite tirailleurs did, I am afraid, a 
little unjustifiable killing. Well, it's the way with these 
people ; they think as little of killing a wounded man 
as a hungry legionary would of killing a providentially 
sent chicken. We must make allowances; but I am 
very doubtful about the wisdom of European nations 
in supplying arms and teaching modem drill to the 
yellows, the blacks, and the browns. You may make 
any of these very good imitations of white soldiers, but 
the leopard cannot change his spots, and the effects of 
centuries of cruelty cannot be eradicated in a day. The 
Annamites had one excuse — they were merely doing to 
the Black Flags what the Black Flags would have done 
to them and to us had the issue of the fight been 
different. This is a poor excuse, I admit, but then any 
excuse is better than none at all. The white officers 
attached to our native levies did their best to keep their 
men in hand, but orders are not always minded, even 
by the very best soldiers, in the heat of action or the 
flush of victory. 

No one must assume that what I have written is a 
full account of the battle of Noui-Bop. I merely tell 
what happened under my own eyes. I know nothing 
whatever of the events that occurred in other parts of 
the battlefield, nor must it be considered that the 
troops I have mentioned were the only attacking ones. 
There were others advancing far away to the right and 
to the left — we were only the centre of the advance — and 
when I speak of right and left, I mean right and left of 
the central attack, not extreme right and left of the 
firing line. 

When we had cleared the Black Flags and their com- 
rades out of the entrenchments, we had a short rest 
under arms. Very soon, however, we received orders to 
advance, but cautiously, so as not to get too far in front 
of the rest. In our rear we could see the artillerymen 
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bringing up their guns to new positions. Occasionally 
a gun would be unlimbered and a shell or two thrown 
into a part of the enemy trying to re-form. These shells 
did not do much damage to the enemy, but they did a 
great deal of good to us ; it was so pleasant to watch 
the projectiles hissing through the air and to know that 
our friends the Black Flags were also watching them, 
but with very different feelings. One of our fellows, 
a happy-go-lucky Andalusian, called the shells lettres 
(Vavis — ^warning notices that we were coming and that it 
would be best for the barbarians to be " not at home." 
Only twice in this advance had we to make a regular 
attack, and in each case the men who opposed us did 
not wait to allow us to get to close quarters ; they fled 
with a hail of bullets about their ears before we got 
within two hundred yards. The French advance on the 
extreme right seemed to have more difficulty. I fancy 
an attempt was made to take them in flank. Anyway, 
we heard a continuous roll of musketry, with the heavy 
booming of guns, for about ten or fifteen minutes, and 
then only a dropping fire, when the attack had evidently 
been repulsed. On the left no trouble was experienced ; 
our comrades there swept forward, driving the men 
opposed to them like sheep. About eleven o'clock we 
were halted. The native levies were sent on in pursuit, 
as they were better able than European soldiers to 
follow up a retreating enemy in the heat of the noonday 
sun. We lay down and rested, happy in the thought 
that our first fight in Tonquin was over and won. We 
were not allowed to remain long at our ease after the 
fight. First two companies, and afterwards the other 
two, were sent back to get the knapsacks and other 
impedimenta left behind by the general's order before 
the advance. About half-past four in the afternoon we 
got some bread and soup, and a little after five, when 
the gfreat heat of the day was over, we set forward on 
our march in the track of the retreating enemy and the 
pursuing tirailleurs. We kept on until nearly nine 
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o'clock at night, occasionally halting for a rest. In 
spite of the Annamite levies being in front of us on this 
march we took all possible precautions against a sur- 
prise ; we had a section of a company in front, and, in 
advance of that again, one of its squads. Other squads 
were out far to the right and to the left. These pre- 
cautions may seem unnecessary, as our own friends were 
in front, but, indeed, they were very useful for several 
reasons. In the first place we saw that, no matter how 
triumphant our arms might be, there was to be no 
relaxation of precaution or of discipline ; in the second, 
it was possible that our irregulars might have allowed 
a large body of the enemy to slip in behind them, and 
these might ambush us ; again, all the men of the main 
body felt a sense of security, and consequently their 
nerves were not kept constantly strained — a material 
advantage in warfare. It is a good maxim to put all 
the watchfulness on a few and to allow the main body 
to rest or march in security; so an officer will have 
better soldiers in action. The best men in the world 
can't help feeling worried and depressed by constant 
expectation of an attack. A battle is nothing — very 
often it is, indeed, a relief — but always waiting and 
always speculating on an attack, and always wondering 
from what side it will come, will wear out the strongest 
nerves. Then come dogged sullenness, loss of interest 
in one's work, carelessness in duty, and slovenliness in 
the little things that all soldiers take pride in, and in 
the end disaster. 

That night we lay about fifteen or sixteen kilometres 
from the place where we had rested the previous night 
It was lucky that it was not my turn for guard ; I felt 
so sleepy after the morning fight and the evening march. 
I had scarcely rolled myself up snugly in my greatcoat 
and blanket when I fell into a heavy, dreamless sleep, 
and I could almost swear that I had not had two 
minutes' rest when the reveille went in the morning. I 
felt very hungry, and that made me get up quickly from 
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the spot of hard ground on which I had been sleeping, 
to help the others to light the fire for the squad's 
morning coffee. Nicholas the Russian asked me how 
I felt. 

" Hungry, my comrade, hungry," I replied. And every- 
one, even the captain, who was passing at the time, 
laughed as if I had said a good thing. Soldiers are very 
like schoolboys ; the simplest thing said or done by one 
they know far surpasses anything said, no matter how 
brilliant, anything done, no matter how renowned, by 
those they do not know. On active service they are 
even more easily amused. We often laughed heartily at 
sayings that, considered calmly by me now, show not 
the slightest trace of humour. 

When the tale of dead and wounded was made up 
it was seen that our battalion had suffered more than 
any other corps in the fight, and that of the four com- 
panies constituting it mine had the greatest number of 
losses. This was not bad for me. For some reason or 
other the captain made me a soldier of the first class, 
and I was very glad indeed that Nicholas the Russian 
and Le Grand were also promoted to wear the single 
red stripe on their right sleeves. We laughed heartily 
as we thought of our advance in rank and of what we 
should have got instead of promotion if all were known 
about the quarrel at Three Fountains. Well, what people 
don't know won't trouble them. 

For some time after this our battalion was always on 
hard duty. We on some days marched only ten or 
twelve kilometres ; on others, in pursuit of a band of 
marauders, we covered as much as twenty-five or thirty. 
Remember, we had to do all this in a country where 
roads are bad and travelling over fields almost impos- 
sible, with heavy packs on our backs, and never less than 
a hundred rounds of ball cartridge in our pouches. Then 
no matter how pleasant the greatcoat and the blanket 
might be at night, they were no light load during the 
day, and especially between the hours of eleven in the 
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forenoon and four in the afternoon, when we had to go 
forward if there was the slightest chance of catching 
up with some or other band of scoundrels. Moreover, 
when soldiers are on flying duty, they seldom get enough 
to eat, and what they do get is not the very best or 
nicest food in the world. One day we came in at the 
hour of evening soup to a little camp where some 
zouaves and marine fusiliers were. They were very 
good to us indeed ; the soup they had just prepared for 
Siemselves they gave to us, and they took, good fellows 
that they were, the dry bread and unboiled rice that we 
had in our haversacks. They were decent men, these 
French soldiers ; they saw that we had been on tramp 
for some time, and they hesitated not a moment to give 
us the savoury soup when they saw the hungry longing 
in our eyes and the convulsive twitch of nostrils, as the 
grateful odour was perceived. They did more ; they gave 
us some wine and native spirit, and I do not know 
whether we were more pleased with the gifts or with 
the free, generous dispositions of the givers. Well, we 
did as much afterwards for Frenchmen. 

This victory at Noui-Bop gave the French control 
over a large strip of country. Moreover, many new 
recruits joined the Annamite tirailleurs, for the Asiatic, 
like all others, wants to be on the winning side. Therfe 
were promotions, of course, but the only ones I was at 
all interested in were those that gave the single red 
chevrons to Nicholas, Le Grand, and myself We had 
got to like one another very much, and I believe that 
the promotion of one gave more pleasure to his com- 
rades than to himself I may say here that Nicholas 
and Le Grand afterwards refused further promotion ; 
I, a boy and fool, took it when offered, but I must 
tell how that came about in another chapter. 



CHAPTER XII 

T WILL not weary the reader with an account of our 
marches to and fro, hunting straggling bands of 
marauders. This work soon became monotonous, and 
the recital of our doings would, I am sure, prove 
monotonous as well. Only one thing impressed itself 
strongly on my mind at the time, and this was that a 
man who fell out of the ranks had no chance of getting 
mercy from the Black Flj^s. Occasionally, we came 
across, the horribly mutilated body of a French soldier 
or an Annamite tirailleur, and the sight was sickening. 
One circumstance, which I must now relate, made our 
blood boil over and, if we learned to give no quarter, 
the enemy had no one to blame but themselves. 

We arrived at a small village one morning about nine 
o'clock, having been on the march continuously since 
five. Here we rested during the heat of the day, and 
one of the men of my squad and I went to a little shop 
to buy tobacco. We saw some fruit there — I don't know 
what kind it was — and my comrade purchased some and 
gave a share to me. We ate it, and thought no more 
about the business, but the fruit cost my poor friend his 
life. 

When we were on the march that afternoon, I felt 
very sick. My comrade — I forgot to mention that he 
came from Lorraine and was serving with us in order 
that, when his time was up, he might become a French 
citizen — was even worse, and both of us had to fall out 
of the ranks. However, we again caught up with the 
company, but a second time we were compelled to stay 
behind, and this time the captain ordered our rifles and 
ammunition to be taken from us and carried by our 
comrades. 

126 
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" The Black Flags," he said, " may get you if they 
like, but they sha'n't have your arms or ammunition." 

I don't blame the officer, he was quite right The same 
thing was done with every man who showed signs of 
weakness or weariness, for we had no ambulance in 
these hurried pursuits, and the abandoned soldier kept 
only his bayonet for defence against the human wolves 
that hung on our flanks and rear. Not much good that, 
for the cowards used to overpower the poor devils with 
stones, and, as soon as they were beaten to the ground, 
the brutes would seize them and execute their horrible 
tortures on their bodies before death came — ^a merciful 
release. Again, however, we struggled back to the 
company. Nicholas, who was carrying my rifle and 
ammunition in addition to his own, said : " Cheer up, my 
good friend ; keep on a little longer ; we shall soon be 
in camp." Le Grand, who was in the squad immedi- 
ately behind mine, got permission to carry my knapsack, 
another man took my greatcoat, and still another my 
blanket, but, in spite of the relief thus afforded me, it 
was with the utmost difficulty that I kept on. The 
Lorrainer was similarly aided, but he was too unwell, 
and had for the third and last time to fall out. He 
never rejoined the company, and we could at the time 
only speculate upon his fate, but very soon we were 
to learn the truth. 

Helped on by my comrades, I managed to stagger 
into the little collection of huts where we were to pass 
the night. Nicholas and Le Grand foraged for me, and 
got somewhere and somehow a supply of native spirit. 
Le Grand made me a stiff glass of boiling hot punch, 
and this I was compelled to drink, though my stomach 
rebelled at all things. I fell asleep soon after, and woke 
in the morning, qualmish, indeed, and weak, but com- 
pletely rid of all the bad effects brought on by indul- 
gence in the fruit Nicholas insisted on my taking some 
of the spirit in my morning coffee, and also filled my 
water bottle with coffee containing about a glass of the 



128 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

fiery stuff, so that I might have medicine on the march. 
All the others of the squad were sympathetic, and 
Le Grand, though not of my squad, came over to our 
hut to inquire about me. Nobody minded this — it was 
no breach of squad etiquette, as we were both Irishmen — 
but, of course, it would not do for us to be too much 
together — we remembered the punishment given to the 
Alsatians. 

Some information received by our officers made us 
return by the route passed over on the previous day. 
When we came near the place where the unfortunate 
Lorrainer had fallen out, a great cloud of birds rose up 
from the ground and flew, crying hoarsely, away. Very 
soon we learned the meaning of this. The captain of 
my company, who was riding in front, suddenly shouted 
out: "Halt!" and dismounting, gave the reins to his 
orderly and crossed into a rice field that bordered the 
way. What he saw there seemed to fill him with 
disgfust and horror. He called out to the other officers 
to come and see ; then the sergeants and the corporals 
were summoned ; finally we private soldiers went by 
fours to view the sight. What a horrible thing met our 
gaze ! On the ground lay the dead body of the Lorrainer, 
hacked and mutilated in a fashion that I cannot de- 
scribe. We were almost sickened by the sight "Often 
before we had seen mutilated bodies, but never one so 
savagely disfigured as this, and, moreover, this was the 
body of one who had been our good comrade only the 
day before. 

" Ah," said the captain to me, " was it not well that 
you struggled on ? " 

" My captain," said Nicholas, speaking before I could 
get out a word, " I will never again give mercy to a 
Black Flag. As they do to us, let us do to them." 

The captain answered nothing to this, but sent us 
back to our ranks. Before we left the spot we buried 
the poor Lorrainer. 

All that day we spoke of nothing but the horrible 
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sight we had seen in the morning. We were angry ; we 
made resolutions to take a sharp and speedy vengeance 
for the death of our comrade and the indignity shown 
to his corpse ; we encouraged one another in the desire 
for revenge ; we spoke of what might happen to any one 
of us who fell faint or wounded on the way ; we were 
gloomy and sullen, not with despair, but with the gloom 
and suUenness of incensed men. Had we met any 
enemies that day, not even the commander-in-chief of 
the army in Tonquin could have prevented us from 
treating them as they had treated our poor comrade, 
and, when we did get the chance, we took a bloody 
vengeance on the barbarians — such a vengeance as even 
in the Legion was spoken of with bated breath. 

Now at this time the battalion had been divided into 
three parts — two companies held a depot of stores and 
ammunition, the remaining two were out as small flying 
columns through the country. It was our turn to go 
into garrison and rest a while, and two days after 
burying our unfortunate comrade we marched into the 
depot The day after our friends of No. 4 Company 
came in, and the two companies, Nos. i and 2, that 
we relieved started off on a ten days' trip through the 
country, seeking the enemy but, as a rule, not finding 
them. While we were resting in garrison we told the 
story of the Lorrainer's sad fate to the men of No. 4, 
and we also made them acquainted with our determina- 
tion to have satisfaction at all costs for the brutality of 
those who had tortured to death a poor, sick soldier, to 
all intents and purposes unarmed, and then disfigured 
his body in so revolting a manner. I give no details of 
the mutilation here, but we described it fully to our 
comrades, and they too were filled with horror and 
anger. The two companies had got a strange sort of 
liking for each other, arising out of the fight at Three 
Fountains, and we could not have met men more willing 
to back us up in our resolve than they were, and fate 
sent us other allies almost as good too. 
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A few days before our turn came to go out on the 
tiresome tramp after quickly disappearing enemies, two 
companies of Frenchmen came into our little camp. 
To our surprise, and, indeed, at first to our disgust, they 
were the two companies of zephyrs that had come out 
with us in the transport. We had not lain alongside of 
them since we parted at Saigon, and then our feelings 
towards one another were not at all friendly. However, 
if soldiers quickly fall out, often they become friends 
again as easily, and so it happened with us. The 
zephyrs were not a day in camp before they knew all 
about the Lorrainer and our desire to avenge him, and, 
since they considered the people of Lorraine as their 
own flesh and blood, they felt almost as angry as we 
did. Very soon we all were, if not friends, at least 
allies for the purpose of obtaining vengeance on the 
Black Flags, and it was tacitly understood amongst the 
soldiers of the four companies that, when next we went 
into action, no quarter was to be given and that the 
commands, even the entreaties, of our officers to show 
mercy were to be disregarded. As soldiers we all 
recogpiised that it would be impossible to punish so 
many men, and we saw also that, if we took a terrible 
vengeance, the officers would do their best to hide the 
fact, and, though it might become known throughout the 
army, yet there was no chance of the general giving it 
official recognition by giving us official punishment 

Now the two companies of zephyrs numbered at the 
time about 36b men and No. 4 and mine about 350; 
the rest were in the hospital or the grave. 

When No. i and No. 2 Companies of my battalion 
came into camp, the zephyrs and we others marched 
out At the end of the first daj^s march we picked up 
a couple of companies of Annamite tirailleurs, weak 
ones they were, and angry, as they had had a couple 
of fights recently with the Black Flags and got by no 
means the best of the fighting. Another weak company 
of native levies joined us the next day, so that alto- 
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gether our commandant had at his disposal about 650 
Europeans and about 300 Asiatic tirailleurs. There 
were no guns with us, but we did not mind their 
absence, this time we meant to depend solely on the 
bayonet. 

I have often wondered whether or not our officers 
knew of our resolution. Certainly the corporals and 
sergeants did, but these sous-officiers were too experi- 
enced to say anything to us about it; they might as 
well have tried to turn back Niagara as to change our 
minds. That they knew, and they knew also that we 
were dangerous men to cross when united and feeling 
strongly about anything. Bullets don't always fly 
towards the enemy. Many a man with a private grudge 
against sergeant or corporal might be only too glad 
to salve his conscience, or what stood for his conscience, 
by saying to himself that he was merely executing 
justice on behalf of his section or his squad. If the 
officers knew, they kept silent, but one thing was 
certain, however it came about : we were the quietest 
and most subdued force, to all appearance, in the world. 
The officers and sub- officers were strangely easy with 
us; we in the ranks dropped all the boisterous gaiety 
that usually distinguishes soldiers ; we were well be- 
haved, respectful, attentive to our duties — ^in short, for 
the time being we were model troops. 

One evening our scouts brought in word that a fairly 
large body of the enemy, from two to three thousand 
strong, lay within two hours' march of our encampment 
These were evidently the men who had driven back 
the Annamite tirailleurs, and our yellow friends were 
quite well aware of what had happened to their 
wounded, whom they had been compelled to abandon 
on the field. " So much the better," whispered we to 
one another ; " the native levies will be our very good 
brothers this time." 

Next morning we were aroused without sound of 
bugle, and after the morning meal had been disposed 
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of, every man received a ration of wine. Some fellows 
drank tikis at once, most of us, however, put it into our 
water bottles for use during the day. Soon we were 
on the march, due precautions being taken against a 
flank attack or a surprise, and about eight o'clock or 
half-past we arrived within sight of the enemy. They 
were not disposed to stir on our account, and we were 
quite satisfied. We had begun to despise them — I mean 
when we met them in fair fight. That is the way with 
all Europeans ; a white' man gets to know his yellow 
brother only to despise him. 

Towards nine o'clock the regular advance began. 
No. 4 Company of legionaries attacked on the right, 
my company being in support, with half-a-section, 
supported by some Annamite tirailleurs, flung out to 
guard against a flank attack on the part of the enemy ; 
on the left a company of zephyrs were extended, the 
second company of Frenchmen doing the same duty 
on the left as mine did on the right ; in reserve were 
the rest of the Annamite tirailleurs. 

Our men advanced in the usual way until they came 
within charging distance of the enemy's entrendiment. 
At this time a slight diversion was caused on the left 
by a feeble attempt to outflank and throw into confu- 
sion the white soldiers and native levies advancing 
in support This attempt failed, and, just as we knew 
that it had failed, a similar one was made on us. We 
quickly put an end to it, pouring in a heavy fire at 
short range, and when these attacks were repulsed a 
considerable body of the Black Flags left the field. 
But the firing line in front had still to reckon with 
the soldiers manning the trenches, and these certainly 
fought with admirable spirit and determination. Better 
for them had they run away I 

When the time came, in the commandant's opinion, 
for the charge which was to end the fight, one section 
of my company was ordered forward to join No. 4, the 
other section, the one to the right, with about 100 



J 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 133 

Annamite tirailleurs, to overlap the enemy in that direc- 
tion and, if possible, to take them in the rear. 

As we ran along we heard first the heavy, continuous 
firing that always precedes the bayonet charge, and 
then the hoarse roar of " Kill, kill 1 " that told us that 
our comrades were going up with the bayonet 

We redoubled our exertions, slaughtered to a man a 
small body of Black Flags that tried to block the way, 
and very soon we were clear past the end of the en- 
trenchments and were moving inwards — that is, to the 
left — to catch the savages in the rear. We just suc- 
ceeded. The enemy, driven out of the entrenchments by 
the frontal attack, were pouring out in hundreds along 
their line of retreat We rushed at them with cries of 
exultation and revenge, and as we drove back the 
fugitives on one side a section of zephyrs and some 
natives drove them back on the other. We had now 
completely hemmed them in. Roughly speaking, on 
the south were a company and a half of legionaries 
and a company and a half of zephyrs, with a few 
Annamites who had come up from the reserves; on 
the north, half a company of legionaries, half a com- 
pany of zephyrs, and about a hundred and fifty native 
tirailleurs ; between these two forces about six or seven 
hundred Black Flags and their allies. It was now a 
game of battledore and shuttlecock : our comrades on 
the south drove the savages on to our bayonets ; we 
sent them yelling back again. Once more our fellows 
attacked and pushed them towards us ; we, who had 
re-formed the ranks, again closed and used the bayonet 
mercilessly until they tried to break away. This went 
on for some time, but every charge brought the opposed 
lines of white soldiers closer, and thus diminished the 
little space in which the Black Flags could move. At 
last we were all a dense crowd, in the centre a mob 
of savages so closely packed together that they had 
scarcely room to thrust or cut, around this a circle 
of maddened men stabbing furiously and crying out: 
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"Vengeance for our comrade; kill, kill!" By scores 
the central mob went down. At last not more than 
fifty or sixty were left, and these were on their knees 
or thrown prone upon the ground crying out for 
quarter. We opened our ranks and let all the Anna- 
mites through; in three minutes not a Black Flag 
was left alive. 

In plain words, this was a massacre— of that there 
can be no doubt It is only fair, however, to put the 
responsibility on the proper shoulders. Therefore I say 
that it was meditated upon and carried out by the simple 
soldiers ; the officers and sub-officers merely fought well 
while there was any show of resistance. It would be 
unjust to the men to say that the officers led us, for we 
were far too anxious to get to close quarters to require 
leading, but when the resistance had ceased the 
captains and lieutenants vehemently ordered, and, 
when orders were disregarded, begged of us to stop. 
The sergeants and the corporals asked us to refrain from 
killing, but they were not over-earnest about it — ^they 
understood us better than the leaders of higher rank — 
and they knew quite well that our desire of vengeance 
could be appeased only by blood. The corporal of 
my squad said to us afterwards: 

" No doubt it was wrong, but perhaps it was neces- 
sary." 

But, it will be asked, were there no leaders in the 
affair ? Yes ; there were leaders — indeed, the very best 
leaders that could be found for such a deed. You must 
understand that we had in our ranks men of education 
and refinement ; gentlemen, let me say, who had gone 
astray. These were of many nations and of various 
crimes. I have already mentioned Nicholas the 
Russian. I could also tell you something of a 
Prussian ex-lieutenant of hussars; of an English 
infantry officer, son of a high official in the Colonies, 
who had sent in his papers after a five minutes' inter- 
view with his colonel ; of the Austrian beau sabreur 
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who loved women better than their honour and pre- 
ferred cards to his own ; of many others who came 
to the Legion as a means of committing social suicide, 
and who — unhappy rascals that they were — were yet 
good, honest, lighting men, and not bad comrades if 
one only put a guard upon his tongue. Two of them 
could not live in the same squad, and the authorities 
knew it Every one of them was a second corporal, 
so to speak, and really, to take the case of the man 
I knew best, Nicholas was far more respected amongst 
us than our authorised superior, and the corporal was 
as well aware of the fact as we. Well, these were the 
leaders. When the officers and sub-officers, who thought 
only of victory and perhaps promotion, would have had 
us show mercy when the fight was over, these men, bom 
and trained leaders, encouraged us to slay and spare 
not, and showed us an example of fierce brutality which 
we, angry on account of the murder and mutilation 
of our comrade, only too faithfully followed. We 
should certainly have done some unfair killing in any 
case, but we others should not, I believe, have been 
guilty of such excesses were it not for the ruined 
gentlemen who for once saw a chance of giving vent 
to their long pent-up feelings of anger with all the 
world — especially their world — that had for ever cast 
them out Long ago there was an Italian proverb: 
" Inglese Italianato e diavolo incamato," and I believe 
it to have contained a good deal of truth at the time. 
Nowadays the "devil incarnate" is the gentleman by 
birth and breeding who has been rejected by his 
natural society because he has been so unlucky as to 
be found out 

Well, the fight was over, and we, having cleaned our 
bayonets, rested quietly on the field. Nobody in the 
ranks said a word ; the sergeants stood apart from us 
and from each other ; a little knot of officers gathered 
together and spoke in whispers. The commandant 
rode up and spoke in a low tone to them, then he 
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went away, and the sections were ordered to fall into 
ranks. The zephyrs and we were marched a little 
way from the place, and were ordered to prepare a 
small encampment; the Annamite tirailleurs were 
sent out scouting while this was being done; there 
was nof the slightest thought in any man's mind of 
pursuing the flying enemy. Indeed, pursuit would 
have been useless; those who had got away had too 
long a start, and we were very tired and in no mood 
for further fighting that day. About two hundred 
legionaries and some zephyrs were after a short time 
sent out to bury the dead. I should mention that our 
wounded had been first carried to the place where 
we were forming the little camp. I was glad that 
I was not with the burial party ; those who formed 
it had no stomach for their evening soup. Towards 
nightfall all things necessary had been done — the 
wounded cared for, the dead buried four deep in a 
long trench, this for the Black Flags, and two shorter 
trenches, one for the legionaries and the zephyrs, the 
other for the Annamite tirailleurs. The camp was 
very quiet ; the men not on guard or outlying picket 
lay about smoking, but with very little conversation ; 
the officers of all detachments had assembled in the 
centre, and were talking earnestly about the events 
of the day. 

Nothing was ever said to us about this ugly affair. 
It was over and done with ; there was no use in talk- 
ing about it In any case, how could eight or nine 
hundred men — that is, including the Annamite tirail- 
leurs — be punished ? Caesar could decimate his legions 
— the day is gone by for such punishment ; moreover, 
even if special soldiers were selected for trial by 
court-martial their comrades would surely have revenge 
on the officers, the sergeants, and the corporals. It 
is dangerous — take my word for it, very dangerous — ^to 
go too far with any regiment in any army. With us 
it would be even worse, for no one, not even the 
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general in chief command, would be safe from our 
bullets if only a chance arose. I believe that we 
were at once the worst used and the most feared corps 
on the face of the earth. 

Not long afterwards No. 4 Company and mine 
rejoined our comrades of Nos. i and 2. We parted 
from the zephyrs in a very friendly way ; they told 
us that they liked us very much, and we paid them 
a similar compliment Often afterwards we heard 
from other legionaries that a certain corps of zephyrs 
had shown them singular friendliness In a short 
time the story went round about the affair, and people 
began to understand why this battalion of zephyrs 
was so well able to get on with the soldiers of the 
Legion. Our fellows were good comrades to them, 
just as they were good comrades to ours. If the 
zephyr had money, the legionary had a share; if the 
legionary had money, the zephyr did not find himself 
without wine and tobacco and the other things that 
money procures. Frenchmen of other corps did not 
mind. After all, it was none of their business ; besides, 
the zephyr as well as the legionary had a rather ugly 
camp reputation ; both were too ready to fight with 
men of other regiments on the slightest provocation. 

In a short time we received some recruits, and the four 
companies of the battalion were brought up to a fairly 
respectable strength. Every company now numbered 
more than two hundred men, and at long last promo- 
tion came in the ranks. The sergeant of my section had 
died of wounds soon after the little affair I have just 
mentioned. My corporal was promoted in his stead. 
It will be remembered that the corporal of my squad 
had given the first intimation to the captain that we 
were about to volunteer for active service ; the captain 
now took the opportunity of rewarding him for bringing 
the joyful news. There were only two soldiers of the 
first class in the squad — Nicholas the Russian and L 
Nicholas, as the older and better soldier, was offered 
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the rank of corporal. He refused it, as was natural. 
It was all right to become a soldier of the first class, 
because that rank saved him from many disagreeable 
duties, but the idea of one who had commanded a 
company accepting the control of a squad and receiv- 
ing curses and abuse from the company officers when 
a soldier got into trouble was not to be entertained 
for a moment. The second chevron was then offered 
to me. I accepted it on the spot, and by none was 
I more heartily congratulated than by Nicholas. He 
went further than mere compliments and good wishes : 
he asked me if I wanted money to pay for some drink 
and tobacco for the men. Luckily, I had a few francs 
saved out of my scanty pay, and so I was able to de- 
cline his generous offer. At the same time I assured 
him that, if I wanted the loan of money from any man, 
I would rather be in his debt than in another's. And I 
paid him the further compliment — its truth pleased him 
— that I was, indeed, corporal on parade but that he was 
corporal in camp, and that I should find it hard to prove 
superior rank to his in a fight I knew— everybody knew 
— that Nicholas had more influence than any corporal or, 
for that matter, than either of the sergeants. He was 
glad that I openly admitted it to him, and a more loyal 
soldier never helped a sub-officer when help was really 
needed than he. I, probably the youngest corporal in 
the army — not yet seventeen — had a more orderly and 
well-disciplined squad than any other corporal in the 
service. Partly, I believe, this was due to my own desire 
to give fair play to all the men, but chiefly, I know, to 
the thorough-going way in which Nicholas supported 
me in everything. Every man under me felt that I 
would do my best to screen him if he broke the regula- 
tions, to save him as much as possible if he were brought 
before the captain or the commandant by sergeant or 
sergeant-major. Often I deliberately shut my eyes to 
things that were wrong in themselves but dear to the 
heart of the soldier, and one day I went so far as 
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warmly to defend before the captain a man charged 
by the sergeant-major with a serious military offence, 
though everybody knew that the man's sole claim to be 
helped by me was that he was a member of my squad. 
Nicholas told me that I had acted imprudently. " The 
sergeant-major," he said, "will be your enemy; but 
there is one consolation, the squad is more than pleased. 
The Austrian, however," he went on, " had no right to 
get himself into such trouble and, as it were, compel 
you to save him from the consequences of his own guilt. 
We will punish him ; get permission to go outside the 
camp this evening, and leave him to us." I understood. 
I got permission to be absent for four hours — from seven 
in the evening until eleven. When I came back the 
Austrian was lying on the floor of the hut with a blanket 
thrown over him, dead. 

"It was an accident, my corporal," said Nicholas. 

" Yes ; an accident," said a Belgian ; " we did not mean 
to break his neck." 

I examined the body. It was quite true that he was 
dead ; already his jaw had fallen, and a coldness and 
rigidity had seized upon his limbs. I thought for a 
minute. The lights were out, only a feeble ray of 
moonlight shone through the door. 

" Is there anything to be done ? " said I to Nicholas. 

" Yes," he replied ; " if we are all true comrades." 

The others swore that they would be loyal to the 
death ; as for me, there was no need of asseveration : if 
I tried to save the men of the squad, it was sink or 
swim for me with all. 

" Let us bring him out," said Nicholas, "and put him 
outside the camp. Then let nobody know anything 
of him save that he lay down at the usual hour. You, 
corporal, must say that he was present when you came 
in ; I will give the rest of the evidence." 

We had some difficulty in getting out the dead body, 
but when Nicholas had interviewed a sentry we managed 
the rest easily enough. We left it about two hundred 
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paces from the camp, fully dressed, and with a bayonet 
in the right hand. In the morning the nearest sentry 
called out for the sergeant of the guard. He on coming 
up recognised the body as that of a French soldier. It 
was carried to the guard-hut, and there lay awaiting 
identification. I reported the absence of the Austrian 
when the sergeant came round, and soon afterwards I 
was ordered to go to the guard-hut. There I identified 
the body. All the squad and myself were examined 
about the matter. Nicholas was the only one who 
knew anything, and his story was that, lying awake at 
night, he had heard the Austrian getting up, and asked 
him was he unwell. The Austrian had said : *' A little, 
not much ; don't disturb anyone about me." He had 
then gone out, and Nicholas had fallen asleep. Every- 
one believed that he had left the camp to visit some 
female friend, and that he had been suddenly fallen 
upon by natives and beaten to death. Such a little 
thing was quickly forgotten, and we of the squad took 
particular pains to avoid even mentioning his name. 

After this event the squad would do anything for 
Nicholas and for me. That was why it was so good a 
squad. Why, the captain looked surprised when a man 
of mine was brought up before him. Well, if I were 
good to them, they were good to me, and I had the 
pleasant consciousness that no man would try to shoot 
me in the back when the bayonets were fixed for the 
charge. 

I kept aloof from the other corporals, and was rather 
distant with the men — that is, with all except Nicholas. 
. To him I never hesitated to confide my thoughts, and 
many a time he gave me advice well worth the having. 
He had read much and had travelled and mixed con- 
stantly with men, and all the worldly wisdom he had 
gained was at my disposal ; indeed, I often felt secretly 
pleaded that the Prince, as we sometimes called him in 
his absence, was so frank and free with me. He had, 
I knew, been exiled by the Tsar, or at anyrate com- 
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pelled by circumstances to leave his country. I knew 
of some things he had done — ^and they were guilty deeds 
— but he was so clever, so superior to us others in manner 
and bearing, so generous when he had money, and, best 
of all virtues in a soldier's eyes, so loyal to his comrades, 
that a far more experienced man than I might have 
easily fallen under his influence. 

I shall have more to say of the Russian in the next 
chapter, and soon after that he will disappear for ever 
from these pages. I shall not anticipate, however, but 
let the tale unfold itself in its proper order, making but 
one more observation here — namely, that when the 
account of the last iight which I have mentioned went 
through the Legion, and I believe I may say through 
all the army, it, coupled with the story of the fight at 
Three Fountains, gave No. 4 Company and mine a 
most unenviable reputation. In a way this was good ; 
nobody felt inclined to quarrel with us, and a most 
unusual calm and quietness prevailed in every camp 
where we lay. At the same time the generals gave us 
our fill of fighting — more than our share, inde^ — but 
these things will come in their own place afterwards. 
And so I close this chapter — the chapter of the slaughter. 



CHAPTER XIII 

T^HE next important event of my life in Tonquin was 
the first battle of Lang-Son. This was, to put it 
bluntly, a defeat for our troops and a really creditable 
victory for our enemies. Of course, reasons are given 
by the beaten side for every mishap. " Rank bad luck," 
fcH" instance, unknown and unforeseen difficulties of 
country, unsuspected numerical superiority of the victors 
— anything and everything except a fair and straight 
admission of an honest beating in open warfare. Now 
these are all nonsense. Why should a general talk of 
" rank bad luck "? If he ascribes a defeat to this, may 
not people fairly ascribe his victories to good luck, and 
that alone ? As for saying that the lie of the land was 
not known, that is merely a confession of ignorance, and 
worse — of carelessness in using his mounted men and his 
scouts. That an enemy may succeed in massing a great 
number of men at a given point without the knowledge 
or even suspicion of his opponent is quite conceivable ; 
is it not what every general who knows his business 
tries to do? Read the history of any campaign and 
you will find that all the decisive actions were won by 
a swift and secret concentration of troops against an 
important place held by comparatively weak numbers. 
If I were a general, I should try to divide my enemy's 
forces and concentrate my own. Ah, when a man is 
beaten let him say so honestly ; let him point out, if he 
wishes, how his opponent out-manoeuvred him ; and let 
him, in the name of all the gods, say nothing about 
luck, and, above all, be discreetly silent about anything 
that might hint at his own carelessness or the woithless- 
ness of his scouts. 

14a 
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Now, let me try to show how our defeat came about. 
But first let me again say that the enemy beat us fairly 
and squarely in the engagement ; that we retreated is 
good enough proof of that. Well, in the first place, the 
generals and the other oflficers firmly believed that the 
Black Flags and their allies would never be able to 
stand up against either our rifle fire or our charge. 
They had good reason, I admit, for assuming this. Un- 
fortunately, they never reckoned on having to fight 
regular troops, officered and disciplined by Europeans, 
and it was these r^ular troops, well armed, well drilled, 
well led, and showing an amount of courage and staying 
power which one does not usually attribute to Asiatics, 
that drove us off the field. There were Black Flags 
and other barbarians in the fight, but these we could 
have easily first stalled off with the rifle and afterwards 
cut to pieces with the bayonet : it was really the men 
in uniforms who won the fight. 

In the second place, we soldiers had learned to de- 
pend implicitly on our commanders. They had led us 
so well that we had as much confidence in their fore- 
sight and military skill as they had in our courage and 
steadfastness. The day before we were driven from 
Lang-Son no man even dreamt that our generals could 
be ignorant of anything occurring within a radius of 
a hundred miles ; that a numerous and well-appointed 
army was within striking distance without their know- 
ledge seemed, or would seem, if such a thing entered our 
minds, the fancy of a fool or the vain imagining of 
a coward. When the fight was going on we were sur- 
prised at the gallant manner in which our foes stood up 
against us. After a time, when more than once we had 
hurled them back with the bayonet, we recognised that 
we were dealing with the most formidable force that we 
had yet encountered. They gave us bullet for bullet, 
thrust for thrust. They were good men, and when the 
bayonets crossed they fought quietly and earnestly, and 
died without a murmur, almost without a groan. They 
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could never hold out long against us in a charge — they 
were too light — and, another point to be noted, though 
the Asiatic will face death by the hands of the execu- 
tioner with far more stoicism than the European, in the 
press of the battle the white man's enthusiasm is in- 
finitely better than the yellow man's contempt of death. 
But in the firing they more than held their own, they 
were more numerous, their ammunition was evidently 
plentiful, and, to tell the plain truth, in spite of our 
bayonet charges they fairly shot us oflf the field. 

To put the matter in a nutshell : we were defeated 
because our generals did not know the kind and the 
number of troops opposed to them. Let me add, our 
overweening confidence in our own prowess gave way 
to something very different as we saw ourselves slowly 
but surely forced back, and noted that the bayonet was 
not used to gain ground for a fresh advance but merely 
to drive back for a moment a too closely pressing 
enemy. At the same time it is but justice to admit 
that the defence was a good one. We retired, un- 
doubtedly, but we showed no confusion beyond that 
certain amount that always shows on a battlefield, nay, 
even at a peaceful review. 

I must now go on to my own part in the unlucky 
fight. After the first repulse my battalion had been 
constantly engaged in covering the rear of the retreat. 
On our right flank some French line regiment was busy 
in the same way. All the other troops, as far as I could 
judge — ^but a corporal sees very little of a battle outside 
the part borne in it by his own company — ^had been 
withdrawn, and were hard at work getting ready a new 
line of defence, while we who were just in front of the 
enemy kept them back in order to gain time. At last 
we could scarcely hold them at bay, and the order was 
given that our battalion should retire by companies. 
Nos. 2 and 4 quickly left the firing line ; No. i was the 
next to leave, and my company poured in as hot a fire 
as we could until the order was given to run at top speed 
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to the rear. I, as luck had it, had just loaded. I fired 
deliberately at a white man I saw about three hundred 
yards away cheering on the enemy, and saw him fall. 
I then turned and ran as fast as I could after my com- 
rades. These were now some distance in advance, but 
as I went along I saw a good path leading slightly away 
from the point where the company would naturally fall 
into ranks again for another volley or two at the enemy 
and to allow the men time to regain their breath. This 
path, though slightly diverging from my route, at any 
rate would bring me away from the enemy, and I could, 
when at a safe distance from the Chinese, cut across 
country to rejoin my squad. I was running through 
rice-fields, and I knew that I could vastly increase my 
speed on the path. My one object at the time was 
to get away ; I had no desire to fall, wounded or un- 
wounded, into my pursuers' hands. I therefore turned 
and fled along the path, which ran by the side of a 
small stream. 

As I ran, I noticed that the ground on the other side 
of the path gradually rose and at length formed a fairly 
high mound. This, however, I did not mind ; every 
step took me further from the savages. I gradually 
slackened speed as my breath gave out, and instinctively 
flung away the cartridge, that I had fired at the white 
officer and put my hand into the pouch at my right side 
for a fresh one. Just as my thumb and forefinger 
closed on a cartridge, a sudden apparition met my gaze. 
I was rounding a comer, and there, not twenty yards 
away, was a Chipaman, evidently as astonished as I 
at the rencontre. I have never been so frightened in 
my life as at this totally unexpected meeting with an 
enemy in such a place. I had no power to take the 
cartridge from the pouch and fit it into the rifle. I was 
thunderstruck ; I felt an awful horror of impending 
death. The Chinaman— he seemed a giant in my eyes 
— hastily tucked the butt of his gun into his right 
armpit and fired. I ducked instinctively, and at once 
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knew that he had missed. The awkward way he fired 
and the sudden movement on my part had saved my 
life. In a second I had a cartridge in the rifle and the 
rifle at my shoulder ; the Chinaman dropped his weapon 
and fled. Now the pathway was quite straight and level 
for a distance of about two hundred yards. There was 
no means of making a hasty escape to one side or the 
other ; on the right ran the stream, on the left stood up 
a mound about eight or nine feet higL I saw, therefore, 
that I could let my man go a good distance without firing 
at him. This I desired, for my rifle kicked a little. 
When he was about a hundred and fifty yards away I 
aimed carefully at the back of his knee, pulled the trigger, 
and probably took him fairly in the small of the back. 
He flung up his arms, reeled, and fell face downwards 
in the water, and lay there quite still. I was satisfied. 
I felt a natural and yet an unreasonable anger with 
the man who had sought to take my life — ^natiural, 
because every man hates those who attack him ; un- 
reasonable, because why should not he try to do to 
me as I should have tried to do to him were the 
positions changed ? But soon my anger gave place to 
caution. I reloaded and clambered up Uie bank, de- 
termined to leave the path, as I could not know that 
other Chinese might not stop my way with better 
success than the first After crossing through some 
low shrubs and brushwood the sound of volleys quickly 
repeated led me to the company. I fell into my proper 
place. Nobody said anything except the captain— a 
new man not with us a month — who sarcastically asked 
if I had seen a ghost 

We gradually fell back towards the new line of 
defence. The r^^lars attacking wasted no time, and 
pushed us rather rapidly along. At last a stafl* oflicer 
came with a message to our captain, and we hurriedly 
poured a heavy fire into the advancing enemy, then 
we all turned and ran towards the point whither the 
captain led us. We got a good start and covered the 
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ground quickly ; at a little line of small trees and 
underwood lay safety. As we straggled into this we 
were ordered to face about and lie down. We saw the 
Chinese regulars coming along with hoarse cries of joy, 
not extended in skirmishing order, but in dense masses 
of men, who pressed and struggled to the front. 

A bugle call rang out, and suddenly a horrible rattle of 
musketry b^an. The enemy were fairly caught. Every 
rifle of ours was blazing away at about two hundred 
yards' range at the easy tai^et they presented. In a 
moment, as it seemed to me, the attack withered away. 
Where a minute before were triumphant soldiers rushing 
in pursuit.of a fleeing foe, one saw now nothing but pros- 
trate bodies on the ground. Many, no doubt, flung 
themselves down as the first shots rang out, but the 
vast majority must have been swept into eternity by our 
fire. But this was not all. Our guns b^an, and even 
those who were a thousand yards away felt staggered 
in their advance. For ten minutes we heard nothing 
but the rattle of musketry, the booming of the guns, 
the noise of the shells as they hurtled through the air, 
and then the explosions a thousand yards away. The 
cries and shrieking of the wounded were unheard and 
unheeded. If the enemy had driven us from the field 
and could fairly claim a victory, we in the end taught 
them such a lesson surely as defeated never before 
taught their conquerors. That last firing more than 
equalised losses, and, better still, gave us the bitter- 
sweet of vengeance, and restored the old feeling of 
self-confidence that had been so rudely shaken on that 
day. 

This was really the close of the battle. In various 
parts firing still went on, but an attack in force by either 
side was manifestly impossible. The Chinese regulars 
had been too much cut up towards the close of the 
fighting ; as for us, there was only one course to be 
taken — ^retreat towards our base in order to prevent 
being outflanked. The new line of defence had served 
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its purpose. It was not strong enough, nor were we 
numerous enough, to withstand an attack in force on 
the morrow, especially as our opponents were strong 
enough to hold us in front while flanking columns got 
round even to our rear. After an hour's rest, which 
we badly wanted, the order was given to retire, and 
for seven hours we struggled on, angry, weary and 
hungry. At last we formed a little camp; some rice 
and brandy were served out — ^we had no soup or coffee 
— and so, in bad humour with ourselves, tiie enemy, 
and our rations, we lay down on the ground to forget 
in sleep discomfort and defeat. 

Luckily, the enemy did not press their advantage as 
they should. We were soon reinforced, and when we 
had recovered from the fatigue of the fight and the 
retreat, we again tried conclusions with them with 
better success. The story of the second battle of Lang- 
Son will be told in due course. I must now narrate 
an incident that occurred between the battles, while 
we were still retreating and somewhat pressed by the 
foe. 

First, it must be understood that my battalion formed 
part of the rear-guard. There were French soldiers of 
several corps and native levies as well, and I may say 
here that the Frenchmen showed as much steady 
courage in retiring before overwhelming masses of the 
enemy as they usually show of gallantry and ^lan in 
a charge. I can never ^ain believe that the French- 
man is good only when advancing ; given capable 
ofHcers, he is a perfect soldier at all points. This retreat 
proved the fact We were half starved ; there was the 
continual fear of being wounded and left to the merci- 
less Black Flags ; for all that, while the l^ionaries were 
furious and occasionally downcast, though doing their 
duty like brave men, the men of the line, the zouaves, 
the marine fusiliers, the chasseurs — and I believe the 
rear-guard had men of all these — were, after the first 
feeling of anger and disappointment, cheerful, making 
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light of difficulties, almost gaily prophesying a speedy 
revenge. 

Now one evening my battalion halted after a weary, 
heartbreaking tramp during the day. We had had 
little food, and that unsuitable, for some time. In my 
squad was a man whose country I have good reasons 
for not mentioning ; suffice it to say that he came from 
a land lying on the eastern frontier of France. I shall 
call him Jean, though that was not his name. All the 
day he was saying : " Quelle misire, quelle mis^re ! " 
until we were sick of the words, and I told him, rather 
roughly I am sorry to say, to keep his troubles to 
himself. When we came into camp great precautions 
were adopted to prevent surprise, and I may detail 
these so that everything may be quite plain. Moreover, 
they will show how careful our officers were. 

Now, as I have often mentioned, a battalion has four 
companies. Normally a company has two hundred and 
fifty men, but at this time the strongest company of my 
battalion numbered only about a hundred and sixty. 
In the camp the battalion lay in square, so that each 
company had one side of the square to protect in case 
of attack, and had to furnish all the guards and out- 
lying pickets on that side. My company lay on the 
side nearest the enemy, or, as I should rather say, 
nearest the quarter whence an attack would most 
probably come. 

When the company was halted and faced outwards, 
a corporal and his squad — ^say seventeen all told — were 
detached to furnish the inner sentries. Of these eight 
men were posted at intervals about fifty paces from 
the main body ; the corporal and the eight reliefs lay 
half-way between them and the company. Thus every 
soldier was on sentry for two hours at a time, and then 
had two hours to rest as well as he could on the bare 
ground. This squad constituted the guard. 

Now two squads with their respective corporals, 
having an officer or sergeant in chief command, formed 
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the outlying pickets of the company or, if you wish, 
of one side of the square encampment. Half of each 
squad acted as sentries about seventy-five yards from 
the inner line of watching men ; between the two lines 
of sentries the reliefs of the outlying pickets rested. 
The sentries of the guard stood up, the sentries of the 
outlying pickets lay down; no glint of buckle or 
bayonet was allowed to show. It was next to impos- 
sible to surprise the camp, even if the darkness should 
prevent the outer line of sentinels from seeing the 
approach of an enemy, by placing their ears to the 
ground they could easily hear the tread of any con- 
siderable body of troops, and it would require a very 
considerable body of men to surprise effectively — ^that is, 
to annihilate — about six hundred good soldiers, who 
knew how useless it was to ask for quarter from such 
enemies. I hope I have made this matter clear: 
military men, I know, will understand, and I hope 
that others may be able to comprehend it too. 

My squad was for outlying picket that night, and as 
it contained only fifteen men I had to borrow one from 
the corporal of the next squad for duty. This hap- 
pened to be the one in which Le Grand was, and I 
asked for him. My request was granted, and Le Grand 
was attached for twelve hours to my little party. The 
sub-lieutenant of the company was in charge of the 
picket, and having led us out to our places he ordered 
the other corporal and me to post the first sentries. 
I posted eight men, amongst them Jean, who was still 
suffering from melancholy, and returned to the spot 
where the reliefs were to He. Nicholas, Le Grand, and 
I lay near one another on the ground and began a 
whispered conversation in English, a language that 
the Russian spoke with great purity and ease. In 
the course of this I mentioned to Le Grand the strange 
way in which Jean had been speaking all the day, and 
Nicholas volunteered to tell us the poor fellow's strai^e 
story. I can. only give the merest outline of it I wish 
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I could tell it just as I heard it that night, but Nicholas 
was a bom storyteller; indeed, he was clever in all 
things. 

I must try to give it in my own words. 

Jean had been a light cavalryman in the army of 
his own country, which bordered on France. He was, 
in his own words, a mauvais sujet^ always getting into 
trouble. He could not resist the charms of female 
society, and many a dreary hour he passed in prison 
for staying away from his duties because he could not 
tear himself away from some newly-found angel. Things 
in the end came to such a pass that his life in barracks 
became unbearable, as his comrades had now turned 
against him. A cavalryman's horse must be attended 
to,, and if the rider be absent his comrades have to 
do extra work. Now extra work is merely a cause 
of extra swearing when the proper man for the duty 
is ill or absent on leave, or even absent without per- 
mission once in a while, but when a man is continually 
staying out and then getting sent to cells the affair 
is altogether different In no army will soldiers stand 
that. It is quite enough, men say, for each to groom 
and feed his own charger, but it is very unfair that a 
soldier, his own work done, should be ordered to do 
the work of another who is away enjoying himself or 
paying for his pleasure in the guard-room. So Jean 
had been rather roughly disciplined by his fellow- 
soldiers, and this punishment did him so much more 
good than any inflicted by the officers that for nearly 
two months he was a fairly steady soldier. Seeing 
this, the other fellows became again friendly with him, 
never, indeed, having borne malice, and only desiring 
that he should do his share of the work. 

Well, one night a big gamble was carried on in the 
barrack-room. Some recruits had come in for training, 
and two or three of these were fairly well off. The 
old soldiers thought that card-playing would tend 'to 
a more equal distribution of the money, and prepara- 
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tions were accordingly made for a wakeful night A 
few bottles of brandy and wine were smuggled in, and 
when all the lights were out blankets were judiciously 
placed over the windows, the lower edge of the door, 
and even the keyhole, so that by no accident might 
the game be interrupted. Then some candles were 
lit, and after the men had been cordially invited to 
drink, some game or other was begun, and, as was 
natural, the more equable distribution of the money 
began. Now Jean was a very good card-player, and 
the little pile of silver and coppers at his comer of 
the table steadily increased, and when the little party 
broke up at reveille, his head was heavy with sleep and 
his pockets with money. He got through the duties 
of the day as well as he could, and when evening came 
dressed to go out, just merely, as he said to Nicholas 
afterwards, for a walk and a glass of wine. Of course, 
he took all his money with him : that was an obvious 
precaution. 

Soon after passing through the gate he met a lady 
whose acquaintance he had made some time before. 
She was pretty and clever, knew how to dress, and 
was by no means averse to the society of a handsome 
light cavalryman whose pockets were well lined and 
whose reputation for generosity in his dealings with 
the fair sex was so well established as our friend's. 

The pair had ever so much to say to each other, 
and Jean admitted that he had a little money, sent 
to him by a rich aunt, he said, who would some day 
die and leave him a nice little property — oh, merely a 
few thousand shillings a year. (I use the word shillings 
as it gives no clue to Jean's country.) "How good 
she was I " said the pretty girl. " And I," she went on ; 
"oh, you would never guess what I am doing now." 
Jean guessed, and guess^, and guessed again. It was 
all no use ; he had to pay for a pair of gloves before 
his curiosity would be gratified. Then she told him 
that a certain rich bachelor, a Government official, had 
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gone for a cure to some watering-place and had left 
her in sole charge of his domicile until his return. 

" Oh," said Jean, " I guessed the rich man, and yet 
I had to pay for the gloves." 

"True, my friend, very true indeed," she answered; 
" but you did not guess the visit to the baths, and is 
not that, my handsome fellow, the most important 
thing?" 

There was no denying this. Surely it must rejoice 
youth and health to find age and pain so careful, so 
thoughtful, for self and others I 

Jean was generous; he could well afford to be, as 
he had won a large sum, for a soldier; the girl, to 
give her her due, was not too exacting. An idyllic 
life was lived by both in the beautifully furnished 
house of Dives Senex for almost a week. Jean went 
out only at dark, and then merely for a walk around 
the unfrequented parts of the town for an hour. As 
he wore the old man's clothes, which fitted fairly well, 
there was little danger of his being recognised. At 
last the dreaded morning came when Jean should leave 
the house. He knew that sharp punishment awaited 
him at the barracks, but he had made up his mind 
to make a bold bid for liberty. This time he feared 
the anger of his comrades more than a court-martial, 
for he had been guilty of the unpardonable sin of 
winning money and spending it without the aid of 
the other troopers, while all the work of barrack-room 
and stable was left to them. He knew very well that 
the consequences would be ugly, and he determined 
to desert from his corps, more from fear of the squad 
court-martial than of the r^^lar one presided over 
by an officer. Of course, his desertion was nothing — 
that is common in all armies — but Jean's plan of 
deserting was unique. I at least have never heard 
of a similar case. 

Now the town in which Jean's regiment lay was 
not very far from the French frontier. At this place 
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there was a debatable ground about a hundred yards 
wide, and on each side a line of sentries, French on 
the west, Jean's countrymen on the east Jean had 
quite made up his mind to cross to French territory ; 
he believed that, if he could only get there and get a 
few kilometres away from the frontier, the French 
authorities would not trouble themselves to capture 
him and send him back. Moreover, desertion, as I 
have already had occasion to mention, is not an ex- 
traditable offence. The difficulties were to get to the 
frontier, to cross it safely, and to travel some distance 
into France. 

Well, Jean knew that at a certain hour that day 
his regiment would be out of barracks for cavalry 
drill. He also knew a way of getting into his quarters 
without passing any men of his own regiment on duty. 
An infantry guard lay at a certain gate. They would 
in all probability let him pass; he could then cross 
the infantry parade ground, go under an archway or 
through a gate — I am not quite certain about this — 
and enter the cavalry barracks. Once there he would 
act as circumstances required. 

To make as certain as possible of passing the guard, 
he bought a blue envelope, put a sheet of paper inside, 
fastened the edges, and wrote the address of some high 
officer upon it, and then placed the seemingly official 
document between his belt and tunic. Anybody would 
thus mistake him for an orderly carrying a despatch, 
and so no one would think of interfering. Thus pre- 
pared he easily passed the infantry guard, nodding 
genially to some of the men, and made his way across 
the parade ground to the entrance to the cavalry 
quarters. Here he was in luck ; no one was about 
except a couple of recruits doing sentry duty — one 
at the stables, the other about fifty yards away. Jean 
was not recognised by either, and, going to his room, 
put on his sword, and dressed himself as if for general 
parade. He then went down to the stables, saddled 
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his charger, which was the only animal in the place, 
mounted, and rode back the way he came. Again he 
passed without suspicion the infantry guard at the 
gate, and soon found himself smartly trotting towards 
the frontier. He was in high spirits. Everything 
had gone so well, surely luck would not desert him 
now. 

As he neared the frontier he trotted towards a guard- 
house on the side of the road. The sentry near the door 
looked carelessly at him as he came up, the sergeant did 
not condescend to come forward to meet him : he was 
evidently only a light cavalryman sent with some 
ridiculous message or other from the town. When only 
a few yards from the guard-house, instead of pulling up 
and delivering the blue envelope which he now held 
in his hand, he flung it on the ground, and driving the 
spurs into his horse's sides he passed the astonished 
sentry and galloped into the debatable land. A gap 
in the hedge allowed him into the fields that bordered 
the road. He heard as he went through the report of 
a rifle behind, but the sudden turn saved him. He now 
went towards the French line at a spot about equi- 
distant from two French sentries, and as he did so 
he lowered his head to his horse's neck. The French 
sentries also fired and missed. You can scarcely blame 
them ; their surprise must have been so great when they 
saw a presumably mad light horseman invading single- 
handed the sacred soil of France. In less time than it 
takes to tell Jean was through the second line of 
guards and careering wildly across country, taking 
hedges, streams and ditches like the winning jockey of 
the Grand National. A few scattered bullets whizzed 
about his ears, but rider and horse were untouched. 
He was now safe from the fire of his fellow-countrymen, 
and the French sentinels probably did not want to hit 
him ; his escapade, serious though it might be for the 
others, was only a good joke to them. Moreover, a 
private soldier must be very bad-minded indeed when 
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he tries to shoot another private, though of a different 
army, who has evidently got into trouble and is seeking 
to escape. Certain things excite compassionate feel- 
ings amongst men of all armies — amongst the simple 
soldiers, I mean. As for the sergeants and corporals, 
the thoughts of the chevrons they have and those they 
hope for make them dead to all feelings of pity for a 
man in trouble. 

After some time Jean b^an to feel somewhat at ease. 
He pulled up under cover of a small wood and began 
to consider his next move. If he could only get rid 
of the uniform he fancied he should be comparatively 
safe. This had to be done quickly, as he was not 
more than three miles from the frontier, and the French 
cavalry would soon be on his track. While he was 
thinking he glanced around to see if he were observed, 
and saw an old man, evidently of the farming class, 
looking at him with surprise. Jean determined to 
appeal for aid, and going towards the peasant frankly 
told his story. The peasant smiled at first and then 
laughed heartily. 

" My good friend," said he, " take off the saddle and 
bridle and put them here," at the same time pointing 
to a place where the underwood was very thick. Jean 
did so, and the old man carefully concealed them. 

" Now lead your horse by the mane to that field 
where you see the cows grazing, and return." 

Jean obeyed. 

"Now come to my house" — he pointed it out — ^**in 
ten minutes : no one will be within. You will find clothes 
on a chair, but be sure to take away again your uni- 
form, belts and sword — they would be of no use to 
me; hide them where they will not be likely to be 
found." 

Jean did as he was told. He found some old clothes 
on the chair just inside the door ; on a table were some 
bread and milk. He drank the latter and pocketed the 
former when he had put on the disguise, and then flung 
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all his military clothing and equipments into a stagnant 
pool. On that day he did not travel far, but found a 
secure hiding-place until the darkness should allow him 
to go his way in safety. During the night he tramped 
about twenty-five kilometres, keeping his eyes and ears 
on guard, but only once was he in danger. He heard 
the footfalls of horses at a distance and left the road. 
Two mounted gendarmes passed, and after a short 
interval Jean resumed his journey. At daybreak again 
he sought and found a hiding-place, and there slept 
for some hours. When he awoke he felt hungry and 
thirsty, and resolved to try to buy something at a farm- 
house that was visible about five hundred yards away. 
As Jean spoke good French he anticipated no difficulty 
on the score of language, and, having some silver in 
his pockets, there surely ought to be no difficulty in 
the way of obtaining supplies. When he went to the 
farmhouse he was met by an old woman, who at once 
pitied the tired wayfarer with the handsome face and 
the ragged clothes ; she gave him bread and meat and 
a glass of wine, refusing all payment She was so 
good and looked so trustworthy that Jean told her his 
story, omitting, however, all mention of women, and 
explaining that his desertion was due altogether to the 
tyranny of the officers. The good old woman pitied 
him the more for his sad tale ; she even gave him a 
suit of fairly good clothing belonging to her son, at 
the time serving with his regiment How the women 
of Europe love and honour the soldier and pity his 
misfortunes! There the army has hostages from all 
homes. She even pressed money on him, but this he 
refused to take. He had money enough in his pocket 
to carry him a good way towards Paris, and, even if he 
had to tramp a bit of the way, with his new clothing 
he felt independent and free from care. 

In the end Jean entered Paris, and immediately 
volunteered for the Foreign Legion. At once he was 
accepted, and after a short time in Algeria was sent 
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to Tonquin. There he was taken mto my battalion, 
and handed over to me to help to make up the number 
of the squad. And now he was amongst us, calling 
out every moment the unlucky words : " Quelle mis^re, 
quelle mis^re!" 

Nicholas took up a longer time in telling this story 
than I, but you must remember that the Russian was 
very clever and had the story at first-hand. I have 
only given the general outline ; most of the details have 
been forgotten by me after so many years. 

Well, at last the sub-lieutenant in charge of both 
squads of the outlying picket ordered the reliefs to 
be posted. I took Nicholas the Russian, Le Grand the 
Irishman, and six others of various nationalities to 
relieve the half-squad that had done sentry duty for 
the previous two hours. I remember I put Le Grand 
in place of poor Jean. When we — that is, I, the corporal, 
and the eight men relieved— came back to the lying- 
down place I dismissed quietly the men, of course 
only from duty, not from the place, and lay down on 
my back, shut my eyes, and began to muse. Almost 
before I felt it I was in a half-doze, when suddenly 
the report of a rifle caused me to jump up. As I 
opened my eyes I saw, so quickly did the alarm 
arouse me, the falling body of a man. I hurriedly 
called out the names of the reliefs — the men relieved 
were now the reliefs— all answered except Jean. 

** I think, my corporal," said an Alsatian, " that he 
has shot himself." 

The whole camp was roused ; the sub-lieutenant ran 
down and called me to account for the alarm. I went 
over to the prone figure, passed my hand across the 
face, and found it at once warm and wet Poor Jean, 
as we saw when dawn came, had blown away the top 
of his head. There was no enemy, it was true, but I 
fancy the legionaries did not sleep any more that night ; 
a dead comrade in the camp is worse, a thousand times 
worse, than a living foe outside. 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 159 

Now I won't moralise over this. Jean, as I have 
called him, was a good comrade, especially when he 
had money; he was fickle, but so were all, amongst 
the women ; he chose to shoot himself, that was his 
business and not mine. And that is all that I, his 
corporal, have to say. 



CHAPTER XIV 

A LITTLE time after the suicide of Jean we found 
ourselves in a position to attempt the recapture of 
Lang-Son. We went forward cautiously, doing at most 
ten kilometres a day. Then even at the end of a day's 
march we were in fit condition for a battle, in case the 
enemy elected to attack us in the evening or during the 
night As we again went forward our spirits rose. We 
were extremely glad to have done with the constant 
retirement in front of the enemy ; of all things in the 
world the most disheartening is a withdrawal after a 
defeat A victory means hard work, and a pursuit 
harder, but a retreat is the hardest of all. I am not 
speaking of the glory of victory or the disgrace of 
defeat Like most soldiers I think only of my private 
troubles and the troubles of my comrades, and I can 
assure the reader that, when a battalion is falling back 
on the base, supplies are bad and insufficient, anxiety 
on the part of all is heart-breaking, an attack in force is 
always to be expected, and no one can safely say that 
those who have beaten his side once may not do so 
again and more decisively. Even in a pursuit, when the 
rations are short, one feels that the enemy is suffering 
more than himself, and the thought that the battalion is 
pressing on their rear, giving them no peace or ease 
or quietness, adds a zest to the bad and scanty food 
which makes it palatable and satisfying. Let no one 
run away with the idea that we simple soldiers did not 
feel the sting of defeat — indeed, we felt it, and sorely 
too — but while one can forgive himself for a disaster, 
he finds it very hard to forgive the enemy for following 
it up. It is bad enough to be driven off a stricken field ; 

i6o 
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it is infinitely worse to be harassed afterwards. War is 
like gambling : if you win first, even though you lose 
afterwards, you like to keep on playing the game ; but 
if you lose in the beginning, you will at once imagine 
that the game is not worth the candle. The young 
soldier who in his first battle tastes the bitterness of 
defeat and endures the hardships of the hurried march, 
the wakeful rest under arms, the wretched food, the 
dirt and worse than dirt, the continual strain upon the 
nerves, and all things else which are the portion of the 
conquered, will see war divested of all its seeming glory; 
his voice at least will never be for war. 

The Black Flags and their allies, the Chinese r^^lars, 
gave us very little trouble on our march towards Lang- 
Son. What little fighting did take place on the way 
cannot be described by me, as my battalion had nothing 
to do with it Annamite tirailleurs with some French 
soldiers and legionaries formed the first line of the 
advance. They easily overcame all the opposition offered 
to them ; it was only when the grand assault in force 
had to be made that we others came into the fighting 
line. While advancing rations again were both good 
and sufficient ; occasionally too we got an allowance of 
wine or brandy, and these extra rations pleased us very 
much, for it is wonderfully easy to make soldiers happy. 
Our guards and pickets were just as well set and kept 
as ever — our officers were taking no risks — and God help 
the man of ours who slept at his post We acquiesed 
cheerfully in this ; and in any case we were so accustomed 
to exact discipline and perfect precautions against sur- 
prise that constant guard and picket-mounting seemed 
as natural as getting one's morning coffee or evening 
soup. Since we did not march much any day there was 
always a fairly long time in camp, and when we entered 
camp in the evening, the men who had been up the 
night before lay down and rested while the others, who 
had had, thanks to their comrades' watchfulness, a good 
night's rest, lit the fires and cooked the evening meal 
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and performed all the other duties that soldiers have to 
do in the field. This had a good effect upon all ; it was 
just as if one man said to another : " You watched last 
night while I slept in safety, I will now work while you 
rest in comfort and wait for ypur soup." The officers, 
I am sure, noted this and were glad: anything that 
makes soldiers better comrades tends also to make 
them better fighting men. 

At last the day came when we were within striking 
distance of the enemy. All ranks were satisfied. We 
knew that very soon the disgrace of the last action 
would be wiped away, and we in the ranks were just 
as eager to clean the slate as our officers. I do not 
think that many were thinking of gaining promotion 
or distinction in the fight The important thing was to 
show to all the world, or at least to that part of it which 
was interested in the campaign, that our reverse was 
but an accident of war and its effects only temporary. 
Again, we all desired satisfaction for the torments and 
annoyances of the retreat ; these were too recent to be 
easily forgotten. 

The battle was begun, as usual, by the artillery. 
They, however, were not long the only men engaged, 
for very soon after the cannonade had begun the long 
lines of infantry were extended to right and left. My 
company was in the right attack, and we went gaily 
forward in skirmishing order until a man or two fell. 
Then we opened fire at a pretty long range at the place 
where the cloud of smoke told us that our friends the 
enemy lay. This firing did not delay the advance. On 
the contrary, it hastened it, for now we fired and ran 
forward, fired again and made another dash towards the 
front. Indeed, our officers and sergeants had a good 
deal of work to keep us from going along too quickly, 
and in the end we corporals were commanded to cease 
firing and to devote our attention exclusively to keeping 
our squads well in hand, so that the line might advance 
evenly and the men be brought up in sound wind and 
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condition to the point where the bayonets would be 
fixed for the final charge. Of course, I know you will 
say that the corporals should have been doing this from 
the very outset, but it is very hard for a man to carry 
a rifle and cartridges without making some use of them. 
Why, I have seen officers, and those of high rank too, 
take the rifle of a dead man and half-a-dozen cartridges 
from his pouch in order to have the satisfaction of firing 
a few shots at the enemy. It is human nature, or rather 
the nature of soldiers in a fight ; one likes to feel that 
he is doing something on his own account to help his 
comrades and to hurt the foe. 

Well, the officers and the sub-officers worked well 
together, and the men, to give them their due, obeyed 
orders willingly, especially when the excitement of the 
first firing had passed away and they had settled down 
to the steady work of the advance. When we came 
within about four hundred yards of the entrenchments 
the rushes succeeded one another more rapidly, and men 
went a greater distance between shots. Thus we gradu- 
ally approached, until finally we were all ordered to lie 
down and fix bayonets. As we did so the supports 
joined the fighting line — they were somewhat blown 
with the last race forward — ^and so we lay about eighty 
yards or less from the enemy's position, firing as quickly 
as possible. The Chinese regulars and the Black Flags 
were not remiss either in their volleys. A hail of bullets 
crossed the zone between us, but their fire slowly 
slackened, especially as a very storm of shells was 
falling towards their rear. Their supports, we saw, 
could not easily come up. At length the guns in our 
rear ceased shelling the position ; at the same time the 
fire had greatly diminished in front The commandant 
saw that the time had come, and at the sound of the 
charge we sprang up, ran at the regulation pas gym-- 
nastique towards the trenches, and, when about twenty 
yards away, rushed at the top of our speed, with the 
usual charging cry of '^ Kill, kill," at the fortifications^ 
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which had been already so badly damaged by the guns. 
In a few seconds we were in and using Sie bayonet with 
deadly earnestness and a grim determination to wash 
away in blood the memory of our recent defeat. The 
Black Flags flung down their weapons and ran out at 
the back of the entrenchments, but the Chinese regulars 
fought very well indeed. Well as the Chinese fought 
they could not long stand up against us. I have already 
mentioned that they are very light ; indeed, I doubt if 
the average weight is much more than seven stone and 
a half. Then they can stand bayoneting without shrink- 
ing, but they are by no means quick in using the 
bayonet themselves ; ag^in, if a Chinaman gets you on 
the ground he will drive his weapon home six or seven 
times more than are needed, and will never notice your 
comrade coming along, quietly, with lowered head and 
levelled bayonet to attack. It seems to me that the 
Chinese go into a fight with something ugly to foreigners 
to meet, but altogether unlike what we Europeans call 
courage ; they just go in, they kill, they are killed, and 
that is all there is about it. Yet they are not cowards ; 
if they are, why did they not run like the Black Flags ? 
And they will charge wounded men with spirit, if I may 
use the word in that connection ; and with just as much 
steady calmness they will await the onset of the foreign 
devils when they rush the mound, get into the ditch and 
slay, and, not yet slaked with blood, rush out at the rear 
of tiie entrenchments with bloody bayonets, and loot 
and murder and rapine in their minds. 

We got in, and in a few moments not a man was 
left standing up in the trenches. We looked around. 
What was the next thing to do ? " No. i Company, re- 
main here," shouted the commandant as he tried to 
staunch the blood that ran down the left side of his face 
from an ugly sabre slash on the temple; "the other 
companies advance." We three companies got out at 
the rear of the field fortifications and awaited orders 
again. '' Go up that hill, captain " — this to my captain 
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from the commandant — ^''and help the soldiers of the line 
to carry it" " Yes, my commandant/* said the captain. 
We turned towards the right and looked at the little 
hill. It was about three hundred yards only from level 
ground to crest ; the top was fortified, but only slightly ; 
the soldiers of the line were half-way up on their side, 
but they were meeting with a very gallant resistance. 
The rifles above showed no signs of slackening ; a heavy, 
dense smoke covered the crest of the hill ; midway down 
you saw the spirts of flame and little smoke clouds 
where the French were going up. That smoke quickly 
disappeared, for the men never fired twice in the same 
spot. We ran at first up the hill, and were not noticed ; 
very soon we went more easily, as the hill grew steeper 
and the rifles above began to pay us attention. Then 
we fired upwards in return, but our bayonets were fixed, 
and we knew very well that in these alone lay any 
chance of success. How could we hit men above us 
Whom we could not see? It was impossible, but we 
could, and did, send bullets so near their heads that 
aiming down was almost as fruitless for them as aiming 
up was for the soldiers of the line and ourselves. 

As we went along an oflicer ran up almost to the top, 
waving his sword, and crying out to the men to follow. 
We went a little more quickly. Just as he reached a 
point about ten paces from the outer face of the en- 
trenchments he fell, shot through the heart. A great 
cry arose from us ; we sprang up, disregarding all cover, 
and madly raced for the summit of the little hill. Volley 
after volley was fired at us, but with little damage. 
Take my word for it, when the Asiatic sees the European 
charging with bayonet on rifle -barrel his aim is not 
quite so good as usual, and in any case his best is 
not much. So we rushed, and when we came to the 
little fortification we had small difficulty in getting in ; 
by that time the French soldiers of the line had crowned 
the height on their side and were over the entrench- 
ments. We were almost shoved back by the fugitives 
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running from the Frenchmen, but we steadied our- 
selves and gave them the bayonet, until at last they 
were all down, and the soldiers of the line and the 
l^ionaries alone stood facing one another on the little 
hill with ugly curses and bloody steel. Not that they 
cursed us or we them ; only when you are using the 
bayonet, and for a while afterwards, your language is a 
real reflex of your thoughts. 

It was the Frenchmen who really carried the hill ; 
we had only come in towards the end to their assist- 
ance. So we left them on the ground that they had so 
gallantly won, and, going down the side nearest the 
remnants of our opponents, we looked for more work 
more excitement, more glory, and more revenge. And 
we found them all very soon. 

We had scarcely reached the bottom of the hill when 
a crowd of Chinese regulars, with some Black Flags 
who had not run away, charged us with loud cries and 
imprecations. We met them fairly and squarely, and 
pushed them -at the point of the bayonet a few yards 
back. They were reinforced, and by sheer weight of 
numbers made us for a time give way. Our officers 
fought like devils ; truth to tell, though we did not like 
them, we could not help admiring their courage in a 
fight The captain was aown, so was the sub-lieutenant, 
the lieutenant had been wounded at the beginning of 
the battle; the one sergeant who was left took up 
the command and led us back from a short retreat in 
an ugly rush against the enemy. I saw a Black Flag 
carrying a standard in his left hand, while he cut all 
around at our fellows with the sword in his right. I 
determined to have that flag, or at least to make a bold 
try for it, and went with levelled bayonet at the barbarian. 
He cut down a man of ours as I came, and had not 
time to parry my thrust with his sword, and failed to 
do so with the stafl* of the banner. He took the point 
fairly in the left side, and I had only just time to get 
my weapon back when he delivered a furious slash at 
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my head. Receiving this on the middle of the rifle- 
barrel I thrust a second time, and sent him fairly to 
the gfround. Reversing my rifle — that is, holding it 
at the left side instead of the right — I stabbed straight 
down, and pinned his right hand to the ground. Pres- 
sing Uien on the rifle with my left hand, so that he could 
not free his sword arm, I plucked away the banner with 
my right Nicholas at the time shouted out: "Look 
out, corporal, look out" And, looking up, I saw half- 
a-dozen Black Flags coming straight at me. I flung 
the banner on the ground, pulled my bayonet out of 
the savage's hand, and, just in time, got into a posture 
of defence. The first man I stopped with a lunge in 
the face just between the eyes, but the others would 
have killed me were it not that now the squad came 
to my assistance. Nicholas and the others soon finished 
the half-dozen who had attacked me, but others came 
up too, and very soon about a dozen of us were desper- 
ately resisting a desperate attack. They outnumbered 
us by about four to one, but we were heavier, steadier, 
and, above all, quicker with the bayonet All the same, 
man after man of ours went down till half our number 
lay dead or dying on the ground. Luckily, Le Grand 
noticed our difficulty and, calling together six or eight 
men of his own squad, came to our assistance. Le 
Grand and his comrades took the Black Flags in the 
flank ; the new assailants overwhelmed them ; they gave 
way sullenly at first, but in the end broke and fled, leaving 
more than half their number on the field. I was happy 
in retaining the banner, but I almost at once learned 
how dear that banner was to me. A cry from Le 
Grand made me turn round, and I saw Nicholas lying 
on the ground and a wounded Black Flag cutting at 
him with a sabre, while the poor Russian did his best 
to ward off the blows with his hands. As I looked, a 
Spaniard of Le Grand's squad drove his bayonet up 
to the rifle-muzzle three times in quick succession into 
the body of the wounded savage who was trying to 
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kill our good comrade. I ran to Nicholas and, laying 
down rifle and captured flag, asked him how he felt, 
was he badly wounded, and without waiting for an 
answer began to bind his wounded arms and hands. 
He shook his head sadly. 

"It is no use, my comrade ; I have got worse than 
that" 

Indeed he had, for his left side was torn open. 
Nicholas nodded his head towards a dead Black Flag, 
and we saw at once the weapon that had inflicted so 
horrible a wound. It was shaped somewhat like a 
bill-hook, but could be used for thrusting as well as 
cutting, about four inches of the end being shaped 
like a broad-bladed knife, the remainder of the steel 
rather resembling a narrow-bladed hatchet. The poor 
Russian, in spite of the severe wound, had managed 
to kill his enemy. I am glad he did so, for, had the 
barbarian been only wounded, I should have been sorely 
tempted to finish the work, and though one may kill 
a helpless man without pity when " seeing red " or to 
avenge a friend, yet afterwards the thought of such 
slaughter is unpleasant. After some time we stopped 
the bleeding, and were glad to be able to give him a 
good long drink, and then to refill his own water bottle 
with the few drops still remaining in the bottoms of 
ours. We left him only when we had to rejoin the 
company. The sergeant who now commanded it asked 
me gruffly where I had been. I showed him the cap- 
tured banner, and in a few words told of the desperate 
fight made by the Black Flags to regain it He seemed 
satisfied, and asked how many men I had lost 

" Nine," I replied. 

He counted us, and said : " Nine lost and nine left ; 
that is rather serious ; a banner is not worth so many 
men." 

But you may be sure that it would have been 
worth a whole section in the sergeant's eyes, had he 
taken it 
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There was little more fighting to be done that day. 
All along the line the French had been successful, and 
already linesmen, chasseurs, zouaves, legionaries, and 
tirailleurs were bivouacking in Lang-Son. My battalion 
searched out its wounded and brought them to an 
appointed spot; you may be sure that poor Nicholas 
was carried as gently as possible to the place. I went 
back for him before I thought of looking for anyone 
else, even an officer. He was lying quietly where we 
had left him, and I found that already he had drunk 
all the water in the bottle. Luckily, as I was going 
back, I passed the dead body of a white officer of our 
opponents; he was dressed in a yellow tunic and 
trousers, with tan boots; his white helmet lay a foot 
or so from his head ; a heavy, fair moustache curled 
outwards on both cheeks ; his jaw had fallen, and his 
wide-open blue eyes were staring upwards at the sky ; 
at least a dozen gashes showed red upon the body, 
and a bloody sword in one hand, an empty revolver in 
the other, were evidence that his death had been amply 
paid for. A white man fights well when he knows that 
there is no quarter for him. Luckily, as I have said, 
I came across this body, for slung round the right 
shoulder and resting at the left hip was a leather bottle. 
I took this, and was glad to find that it was more than 
half full of brandy and water. 

*' A share, corporal," said a comrade. 

" No," I answered ; " all for Nicholas." 

" Pardon me, corporal ; I forgot." 

Nicholas thanked me with a glance and a nod. With 
some rifles and a couple of greatcoats we made a fairly 
good litter, and bore him to the quarter where the 
surgeons were working in their shirt sleeves. There 
we left him with the attendants and went out to bring 
in others. When I was leaving the hospital, if I may 
call it so, for the last time, as every wounded man 
had been brought in, Nicholas beckoned to me. I went 
over, and he whispered : 
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^* I am dying. I make you the heir to all I possess. 
Very little— but still all ; here it is." 

He pressed a small bag into my hand. I said : 

"Not at all, good comrade; you will want it when 
you recover, or at least to get better attendance and 
a few delicacies in hospital." 

" No, my friend ; I am leaving la gameUe. Take it 
and I shall be pleased. Try to see me in the morning ; 
to-morrow evening it will be too late." 

He forced the little bag again into my hand. I had to 
take it, but I resolved to see him in the morning and to 
return it if he were still alive, though I could not help feel- 
ing an ugly presentiment that my poor friend was really 
dying and that the best friend I had in the little world 
of the Foreign Legion was about to leave me for ever. 

After soup had been served out to all the men the 
sergeant, who still commanded the company, told me 
that I was wanted at the hospital. I, thinking only of 
Nicholas, said that I should go thither at once. 

" Do you know, corporal," said he, " where it is ? " 

"Certainly, yes," I answered. "Did I not help to 
bring many wounded there to-day ? " 

"Of whom arc you thinking ? " he asked. 

" Nicholas, the prince, you understand. Do you not 
remember Three Fountains ? " 

" Very well — too well, indeed," the sergeant replied ; 
" but it is not the Russian who desires to see you, it is 
the captain." Calling to a hospital attendant passing 
at the time he inquired if the man were going to the 
officers' hospital. He was not going there, but would 
pass it on his way to his own destination. 

" Go with him," said the sergeant to me ; " he will 
show you the place. Ask for our captain." 

I went away with the hospital orderly, and was shown 
the officers' hospital quarters by him. On giving name, 
company, and battalion — they saw my rank upon my 
sleeve — I was told to wait until the surgeon-in-charge 
could be told that I wished to see a patient. Very soon 
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the surgeon came. He asked me quite abruptly whom 
I desired to see. I told him with military directness, 
but respectfully, and he said that I might be brought to 
where the captain lay. I went there with an orderly. 
The captain had a wound on the right arm not of much 
account ; it certainly did not keep him in hospital, but, 
as he had been knocked down and stunned by a blow 
of a musket-butt on the left temple, the surgeons would, 
and did, detain him for awhile. Several times while I 
was with him he put his hands to his head and swore 
a little. But, of course, that was none of my business. 
He asked me about the banner I had taken — " not, you 
must remember," said he, " that that was very useful or 
very creditable." 

I told the story, and especially laid stress on the facts 
that poor Nicholas had warned me of the first attack 
and that he was now dying in the simple soldiers' 
hospital. 

" You are sorry ? " he queried. 

" Very ; he was my good comrade.** 

" Had he much money ? " 

'^ He gave me all." And I showed the little bag. 

" How much ? " 

I counted, and replied : 

" One thousand four hundred and fifty francs, twenty 
or thirty piastres." 

" You are rich." 

** My captain, he will share with me if he lives, and if 
he dies I am the poorer by a friend." 

'* Pouf ! a sergeant does not want friends amongst the 
simple soldiers." 

'*No, my captain, nor enemies; but I am not a 
sergeant." 

"You are; the commandant will announce it to- 
morrow. He was with me an hour ago." 

'^ Thanks, my captain; I did not see a ghost this time." 

" Ah, you remember ! What made you look so pale 
that day ? " I told him, and his only remark was : 
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"It might have frightened a man, and you are only 
a boy. How old are you ? " 

" Oh, in truth," I said, " not yet seventeen." 

" But you are over eighteen in the records." 

" That, my captain, is my official age." 

"Very well, very well; it has nothing to do with 
me. 

After awhile the captain said : 

" Who was Nicholas ? What was he ? " 

I answered truly that I did not know — ^that nobody 
knew — that he had often plenty of money, and was a 
good comrade. 

"We could not fail to see, my captain," I went on, 
"that he had been in a high position once; there is, 
indeed, a story that he commanded a company of 
Russian guards at Plevna, but no one knows with cer- 
tainty. He did not tell, and we did not like to inquire." 
Then I asked the captain for permission to leave the 
company for half-an-hour in the morning. 

" Why do you ask that ? " 

" I want to see Nicholas ; he will be disappointed if I 
do not go to see him." 

" Perhaps he will be dead." 

" I think not so." 

" Perhaps he will ask for his money." 

" I mean to offer it to him." 

The captain smiled, and said : 

" You are a strange l^ionary ; you do not care for 
money." 

" On the contrary, my captain, I do like money and 
what it buys ; but Nicholas is my friend." 

" You may go ; stay away an hour if you like. Tell 
the sergeant that I, the captain, have given you per- 
mission." 

" A thousand thanks, my captain." 

After some further questions and answers the captain 
ordered me to go. I saluted, and was just turning to 
leave when he called me back. Pointing to a cigar-box 
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on a rickety table, he told me to give it to him. I did 
so. He opened it and took out two cigars. 

" Give that to monsieur the prince, with his captain's 
compliments, and keep this for yourself. Tell him, 
sergeant" — he laid stress upon the word — "that I am 
sorry for his misfortune and proud to have had such a 
man in my company. Say to him exactly what I have 
said to you." 

" Yes, my captain," I answered, saluted again, thanked 
him for the cigars, and went away. Let me say here, 
though it does somewhat anticipate events, that the 
captain was my good friend afterwards, and more than 
once broke my fall when I got into trouble. The death 
of Nicholas deprived me of a good comrade. By it I 
gained a friend in a higher position, but I would any 
day have surrendered the captain's good will if by so 
doing I could regain the companion of the barrack-room 
and the canteen. 

When I got back to the company, I reported my 
return at once to the sergeant. He asked me what the 
captain wSanted me for, and I told him that the officer 
had questioned me about the affair of the banner and 
about Nicholas. I said nothing of the money or the 
cigars. 

" Did he tell you anything ? " 

" Yes ; he said that I was to be sergeant to-morrow." 

" Indeed," said the sergeant. 

" I suppose, sei^eant, I may thank you for a favour- 
able report about to-day's fight" 

"I only told the truth," said the sergeant, "and I 
always liked you when I was corporal of the squad." 

Then I told him about the captain's permission to 
me to absent myself for an hour in the morning so that 
I might pay a visit to Nicholas. 

" You must tell that," he replied, " to the sub-lieutenant 
in charge ; an officer has been sent to us from another 
company." . 

"Very well," said I. "Where is he?" 
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He brought me to the sub-Heutenanfs quarters. I 
told the officer of my permission ; he was satisfied. 
Before I went he asked about the captain's wounds and 
a few questions of curiosity about Nicholas. I told him 
all I knew about the captain and almost nothing about 
my comrade. As I was leaving, the sergeant drew my 
attention to the fact that I had omitted speaking about 
my promotion. 

"You captured a flag, you say?" 

"Yes, sir; and there was a hard fight to retain it." 

"And the commandant will promote you sergeant 
to-morrow?" 

" Monsieur le capitaine said so, sir." 

" Very good, very good ; somebody must be sergeant, 
I suppose, and why not you as well as another ? You 
may withdraw." 

As we went away I asked the sergeant if there were 
any place where I could get a drink of wine or brandy. 

" Certainly, yes — if you have money, my comrade." 

" Come then," I said, " let us go there together." 

He brought me to a small hut, where I had to pay a 
stiff price for his brandy and my wine, and when he 
saw that I had plenty of money he unbent and con- 
gratulated me more than once on my promotion. He 
ended by borrowing twenty francs, which I willingly 
lent ; of course, he forgot to repay me. 

The next morning on parade the commandant 
praised me a little and ordered me to take over the 
duties of No. i section. The sergeant who had borrowed 
the twenty francs from me the day before was appointee! 
sergeant-major, and the corporal of a squad of No. 2 
was made sergeant of that section. When we were dis- 
missed, I reminded the new sergeant-major of my 
permission to visit Nicholas. . He remembered the 
money I had shown the evening before and promptly 
brought me up before the sub-lieutenant in temporary 
command of the company, in order that I might report 
my intention of taking advantage of the leave given me 
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by the captain. The sub-lieutenant offered no opposi- 
tion. As I was going away the sergeant-major, no 
doubt remembering that I was comparatively rich — that 
is, rich for a sergeant of legionaries — told me that he 
would take care that my section was all right during 
my absence. 

" Many thanks," I said ; " perhaps monsieur le sergent- 
majeur would wet the promotion in the evening." 

" But yes, but yes, with pleasure. Do not hurry, you 
will be back in good time; sometimes the sergeant- 
major is a better friend than a simple sub-lieutenant" 
He was right, and we both knew it. 

I went across as quickly as I could to where the 
field hospital for the wounded of the right attack lay. 
I had little difficulty in finding Nicholas; he visibly 
brightened at seeing me, and, when I tried to shake 
hands, he put his finger on my sleeve, where the single 
gold chevron was that a sergeant of a section wears. 

"It pleases me," he whispered; "but don't be too 
ambitious, other men have lost all through ambition." 

I said nothing. I was glad that he was pleased, but 
I cannot tell how sorry to see him weak, worn out, and, 
as one may say, with the dews of death already gather- 
ing on his forehead. He could not speak, even in a low 
tone, he could only whisper; I had to bend down to 
catch his words. 

He asked about a few men of the squad, and I told 
him who were dead, who dying, who still in the ranks. 
He was anxious too about Le Grand, and was very glad 
to hear that the latter had gone through the fight 
without even a scratch, though he had had one narrow 
escape. 

" Le Grand," I said to Nicholas, " had to take a dead 
man's helmet" 

" Why, why ? " he eagerly whispered. 

" Because his own was cut in two by a sabre-stroke. 
Had the cut been downwards, Le Grand would be 
alongside you to-day." 
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" I am glad he escaped so well ; I like him." 

After a little more conversation I was told that my 
visit must end. 

"Who is chiefly with you, Nicholas?" I asked. 

He nodded towards an attendant I went to this 
man and gave him a hundred francs. 

" Be good to my comrade," I said. 

" Yes ; yes," he replied, astonished at such a gift from 
a mere sergeant of legionaries ; " I will do all I can, but 
that, alas I is little." 

" I know," I answered, "there is no hope ; but smooth 
the way for him as well as you can to Eternity." 

He promised with many oaths that he would do 
so. I don't know whether or not he kept his 
word, but 1 really do think that the unexpected 
money, and sttll more the unexpected amount of 
it, made hira a good friend to the last to my poor 
comrade. 

So Nicholas the Russian passes out of my story. I 
never saw him afterwards, for that evening my company 
left Lang-Son for an outside station about ten miles 
from the place. Some time afterwards a l^ionary of 
No. 2 Company told me that he had been in hospital 
with Nicholas, and that the Russian had died about 
four o'clock in the afternoon of the day I visited him, 
and was buried in the evening of the same day. He is 
out of the turmoil of the world now, and I wonder, had 
he in early youth understood life as he learned it in 
the Foreign Legion, would he have" played the game" 
in the same way ? One never knows. Perhaps he would 
have lived and died that wretched nonentity, the 
respectable member of society — the Pharisee who has 
neither courage to do evil nor heart to do good- — but 
who lives his life out in constant endeavour to equate 
God and the devil, to balance, for his own benefit of 
course, his duty to his fellow-man and his so-called duty 
to himself; perhaps he unknowingly thought at the end 
as the Dying Stockrider spoke: 
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" I've had my share of trouble, and I've done my share of toil, 

And life is short, the longest life a span, 
I care not now to tarry for the com or for the oil 

Or the wine that maketh glad the heart of man. 
For ^fts misspent, and chances lost, and resolutions vain 

'Tis somewhat late to trouble : this I know — 
I would live the same life over if I had to live again, 

And the chances are, I go where most men go." 

Anyway, whatever he was to others, he was good 
friend and good comrade to me, and if no one else 
regrets, I regret. 

Amice mi, vaUy vale, vale I 



CHAPTER XV 

r^NE evening the sergeants and corporals were 
ordered to forewarn the men that the battalion 
would leave the neighbourhood of Lang-Son early the 
following morning. Where we were going we did not 
know ; indeed, I believe that even the commandant him- 
self was unaware of our destination when he ordered the 
battalion to hold itself in readiness for a march. When 
the morning parade had been inspected — we, of course, 
paraded in full marching order — the commandant 
ordered us to stand at ease. While thus waiting in 
the ranks, an officer of the staff came and gave 
a written paper to the commandant. Shortly after- 
wards the staff- officer went away, and we were 
marched off in column of fours for some place or other, 
where, we — sub-officers and men — knew not, nor did we 
care. Restlessness is the chief characteristic of the 
soldier; he stagnates in garrison, or, if he doesn't, 
he avoids ennui by illegitimate amusements — excite- 
ments, I should say, that sooner or later get him into 
trouble. 

I am ashamed to confess that I was as happy as the 
others as we tramped along. Of course, I was sorry 
for Nicholas, and as I spent the money he had left me 
with the other sergeant and the sergeant-major of the 
company, I felt that all the fun and gaiety that money 
can produce cannot make up for the loss of a good 
comrade. I took care to do as Nicholas would wish 
me towards my late associates, the corporals, and my 
former associates, the simple soldiers — they were not 
forgotten when the money was spent Of course, I did 
not go outside my section, and I took good care that 
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my former squad, the squad I had soldiered in ever 
since I was sent from the depot to a battalion, first as 
soldier of the second class in the little trouble with 
the Arabs in Algeria, in the big trouble at Three 
Fountains, in the troopship, at Noui-Bop; then as 
soldier of the first class till the end of the vengeance 
at a place I have not named — ^you may be sure it gets 
scant mention in the official records ; then as corporal 
in the defeat at Lang-Son and the retreat afterwards, 
and at the second battle, when we recaptured the 
town: — oh no, I did not forget the men who were 
what Xenophon would call my table-companions ; for 
their part, they thanked me but little, but we all 
understood. 

There is no use in detailing our life for the next few 
weeks. We were always marching, now to the north, 
anon to the west, then a sudden turn to east, perhaps, or 
south or back towards the north again. It was all one ; 
we looked for the enemy ; we did not find him. At last 
a momentous order came for us. We were much reduced 
in strength, and the general commanding-in-chief deter- 
mined to send most of the battalion to the sea coast 
and, if the doctors should recommend, back to Algeria. 
I don't think that we mustered six hundred of all ranks 
at the time, possibly we did not exceed five hundred. 
When I tell you that we were constantly receiving 
batches of fresh men — -almost every troopship brought 
out a hundred or two hundred soldiers of the Foreign 
Legion — ^you will be surprised at this; but then tie 
country is bad for Europeans, and we were always in 
the fighting line of the battles and on tramp here, 
there, and everywhere between them. Anyway, the 
commandant asked for volunteers to form a company 
to be left behind, and officers as well as men were 
asked to come forward. 
" First," said the commandant, " I want a captain." 
All the captains stepped out He selected mine. I 
forgot to state that my captain had been sent back to 
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our captain, and in accordance with this we pushed for- 
ward about seventy or eighty miles and seized a strong 
position, right, as one may say, in the heart of the 
enemy's country. This we proceeded to fortify, the 
engineers superintending, the legionaries working, and 
the Annamites out on all sides to give us notice of 
any movements against our little post on the part of 
our foes. These, however, allowed us to finish the 
little fortification in peace ; once it was finished, we 
cared not a jot for them. We had brought along a good 
deal of supplies ; more of every kind that the country 
produced were collected from all sides; ammunition 
was plentiful, so why should we care? 

This was my captain's first separate command, and 
he had a nice little force to help him to keep the 
post. First, there were the legionaries, two hundred 
and twenty seasoned soldiers ; then about a hundred 
and eighty native levies under French officers; last, 
a really admirable demi - squad of engineers. No 
artillery, of course; but who wants artillery when he 
has enough of rifles? My captain did not, and he 
was really a clever man. Not that guns and gunners 
have not their uses— oh, they have — but they are wanted 
with brigades and divisions for big battles; they are 
useless, they are worse than useless, to small parties on 
the trail of the enemy or holding some out-of-the-way 
position which may have to be abandoned at a minute's 
notice* In a retreat, when you are burdened with 
guns, one or two things must be done — destroy the 
artillery, and so produce a bad effect on the men ; keep 
it, and by so doing slow down your march in swampy 
ground. We were all glad that no guns had been 
sent to us. We were quite confident that we could 
maintain our ground with the rifle alone ; then, if we 
really had to withdraw, we felt more confident of 
cutting our way through with steady bayonet fighting 
than if we had to depend on the spasmodic assistance 
of artillery in a retreat 
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When the little fortification was finished to the satis- 
faction of the captain and the sergeant in command 
of the engineers, the little force was divided into four 
parts. Every part had a special duty every day. If 
No. I were employed guarding the camp for the twenty- 
four hours, No. 2 would be out in the day gathering 
stores of all kinds and getting information ; No. 3 would 
be cooking and doing the other work of the camp, 
except guarding it ; and No. 4 would be quietly resting. 
Thus every part had three days' work for one day of 
rest, but, be it well understood, every man was on 
guard-duty only one night in four. Every party, I may 
mention, had one-fourth of the legionaries and one-fourth 
of the Annamite tirailleurs. As for the engineers, they 
examined the fortifications every day, and did nothing 
then but cook and eat, mend and wash their clothing, 
and lie about and smoke. The officers commanding 
the parties were the lieutenant and the sub-lieutenant of 
the legionaries, the lieutenant and the sub-lieutenant of 
the native levies, while the captain exercised a general 
supervision over all, especially the entrenchments, the 
engineers, and the stores. 

Things went on well and pleasantly for some time. 
In fact we were all getting tired of the monotony — that 
is, all except the Annamites, who were quite satisfied — 
and we sergeants and corporals especially were desirous 
of some excitement. This we got, and in full measure. 
That everything may be understood I must give a 
brief description of the post — the fortified encampment 
I may call it 

The main post was almost rectangular in shape, but 
a little way out from one corner stood a block-house, 
its nearest angle pointing towards an angle of the 
fort. This block-house was built with the intention 
of protecting the portion of the camp nearest to it, 
and also in order to prevent the enemy from taking 
up a commanding position within less than half musket- 
shot of our quarters. Furthermore, it dominated a 
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spring from which a stream flowed in close proximity 
to the main fortification. This was very necessary, for 
the Black Flags have no compunction about poisoning 
" foreign devils." The block-house had two storeys, and 
was generally occupied by about twenty men, detached, 
of course, from the party on guard for the day. It was 
rather exposed on the two sides away from the main 
position, but being well and solidly built no one dreamed 
that it could ever be in any great danger. Well, it 
was ; but that came afterwards, and will be dwelt on in 
due course. As for the big position being in danger, 
everyone scouted the thought Ah, it's well for men that 
they are generally fools ! 

Well, the time came at last when the Black Flags 
came to visit us. The first token of their arrival in 
force was given by the cutting off of a squad of 
Annamite tirailleurs; the second, firing at long range 
on a party of legionaries ; the third, the burning of a 
couple of villages. I suppose they thought that the 
people in these hamlets were friendly to us ; they were, 
indeed, friendly, but so they would have been to any 
men who carried arms. The poor people who remain 
quietly at home and take no part in fighting always 
suffer most. We took their property and paid them for 
it, at least our officers did ; the Black Flags came, took 
their money, their women, and often their lives, and then 
set fire to their wretched habitations. In war both sides 
live very much, if not altogether, on the country. You 
can imagine how pleasant that is for the cultivators 
and others who seek to continue the occupations which 
can be profitable only in time of peace. Well, cowards 
sow and brave men reap. 

After the burning of the villages we scouted much 
more cautiously. Up to the first appearance of the 
Black Flags the Annamites were often by themselves, 
but afterwards we never went in smaller parties than 
thirty, of whom two-thirds were legionaries. So long 
as we had the natives, we could not vei-y well be sur- 
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prised ; and so long as they had us with them, they knew 
that they would not be asked to bear the brunt of the 
fighting, if the enemy only showed himself in force. 

One day I was in command of a small party that 
cautiously felt its way towards the north-east, where a 
village had been seen burning the night before. I 
had two weak squads^ of my section and a dozen 
natives, in all we were about thirty-five rifles. As 
we went slowly on, the corporal of the tirailleurs gave 
me to understand that there was danger ahead. I did 
not thank him for the information — I knew as much 
myself — ^but, as the ground was fairly open, I deter- 
mined to push on a little farther. At the same time 
I took the precaution of sending a couple of men to 
reinforce the little party guarding each flank, and four 
to the corporal of legionaries who commanded the 
advance-guard. Scarcely had these soldiers reached 
their respective destinations, when heavy firing began 
in front, followed almost at once by scattered shots 
on the right The Annamite tirailleurs came back at 
once, the legionaries did not retreat so quickly; they 
fired as they retreated, and showed no signs of panic. 
I steadied the natives by telling them very plainly 
that the man who moved without orders would be 
at once shot. When they understood this, they stood 
up to their fight fairly well. 

As the outlying squads closed on my command, I 
asked the corporal who had led and the legionary of 
the first class who had commanded on the right, what 
they thought of the attack. The corporal said it 
seemed serious ; the soldier of the first class, that we 
ought to move off" to the base at once, as many men 
were trying to creep round to our rear. Now both of 
these might be depended on. The corporal was a man 
of much service ; the other a Prussian who had found 
life in his own country too exciting, but who was a 
good soldier in all respects on active service; in gar- 
rison, of course, it was different. I fell back, therefore, 
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showing a bold front, keeping the Annamites and six 
legionaries together — the latter to hold the former — 
and leaving all the other l^ionaries to fight in skir- 
mishing order as we went away. A few of ours were 
wounded, and these the natives had to carry, but we 
managed to withdraw for more than half-a-mile with- 
out any serious casualty. Then a legionary was shot 
through the heart ; an Annamite was sent for his rifle 
and ammunition, and the retreat went on as before. 
Once only did the enemy attempt to rush us. I hurried 
to the right with tirailleurs and legionaries when I 
saw them nearing for the charge, but our rifle fire was 
so effective that no man reached our bayonets. 

Not very long afterwards the lieutenant of my com- 
pany came up with about forty men, two-thirds of whom 
were legionaries. He at once took over the chief com- 
mand, and had little difficulty in getting us all back 
to camp. I fancy, however, that the Black Flags could 
have done a great deal of harm to us if they had tried 
more resolutely to come to close quarters, for they 
outnumbered us certainly by six to one. They made 
only faint-hearted attempts to rush us, and every time 
they tried that game, we concentrated our fire on the 
men concentrated for the charge. They made a great 
mistake in massing themselves together, for our bullets 
could not fail to find a man or men amongst them in 
the too close formation they assumed. We, on the 
contrary, kept a very open formation in the firing line, 
but behind there were always two little squads ready 
to hurry up to the part where there was any danger 
of a serious attack. For my part, I was glad to see 
that the lieutenant practised the same tactics as I ; in 
the first place, it was a sort of compliment to me ; and 
in the second, no one could blame the sergeant for 
doing what the officer, a most experienced fighter, did. 
To end this portion of my story, I may say that the 
little party got back safely to the fortification with the 
loss of three legionaries and one Annamite tirailleur 
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killed and about seven or eight wounded severely 
enough to go into hospital. There were other men 
wounded, but their wounds did not count — they were 
only bullet-grazings or flesh wounds. 

When we were safely inside the little post, the captain 
ordered us to see first to our wounded and then to hold 
ourselves in readiness to go to any part of the defence 
where we might be required. The Black Flags, how- 
ever, did not press the attack ; evidently they were only 
part of the enemy who meant to assault our position, 
probably a few hundred sent out for raiding purposes. 

Nothing of any importance occurred for two or three 
days. We knew that the Black Flags were closing round 
.us ; in fact, we could not go five hundred yards from 
the camp without being fired on, but that gave us 
no uneasiness. Ammunition and stores were plentiful, 
the block-house made our water supply safe, our friends 
were only a hundred miles away, and we guessed that 
very soon a general or other high officer would come to 
inspect the post, and, of course, such people are always 
accompanied by at least a couple of thousand men. A 
gold-laced cap and an escort are not a sufficient outfit 
for a general ; you must, to satisfy his amour propre^ give 
him an army as well. One thing must be noted here. 
Though the block-house commanded the spring from 
which arose the rivulet that ran by the outer side of the 
fortification, yet the captain was not satisfied. He feared 
that in spite of all vigilance the well might be poisoned 
or polluted, so that orders were given that no water 
was to be taken into camp until four hours after sun- 
rise. By that time all poisons that might have been 
deposited in the spring during the dark hours would 
be washed away, and a fatigue-party would have 
examined the stream carefully for dead bodies of men 
or animals. As I shall not allude to this again, I must 
tell here that on several occasions we found putrid 
bodies in the stream. We always took them out on 
the spot, and the men would take no water from the 
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parts below where they were found for at least twenty- 
four hours. If the carcasses were got in the spring 
itself, a couple of engineers and two or three legion- 
aries went out and cleansed it 

At last we recognised that regular siege was being 
laid to our position. The Black Flags, assisted by a 
fair number of Chinese regulars — we knew these by 
their uniforms — ^had possession of every natural vantage- 
point around the camp. In some places, the nearest 
enemies were fifteen hundred yards away from the outer 
face of the entrenchments, in one or two the ground per- 
mitted them to come with safety as near as six or seven 
hundred yards. The average distance between the 
opposing forces was, I believe, about a thousand yards. 
They did not carry round a big fortified line — that 
would be too much trouble and would require a large 
number of soldiers to man it at all points — but they 
selected six or eight places of natural strength, erected 
forts upon them, and crowded these forts with defenders. 
The intervals between these were held by constantly 
moving bands, numbering anything from half-a-dozen 
to a hundred. 

For some time the fighting was desultory. We did 
not fire at them unless they came within easy range, 
for there was no use in throwing away ammunition, 
and, besides, it would be a good thing if they would 
only learn to despise us. They knew our strength 
to a man. If they saw or believed that we were short 
of cartridges, they would surely reckon us a certain 
prey. At the same time they would be doubtful of 
the success of a mere blockade, as our stores were 
plentiful, and any day might bring a relieving force. 
As for us, we eagerly desired a grand attack. We had 
enough of men to provide all parts of the entrenchment 
with a sustained rifle fire, and even if they did get 
up to our fortifications we trusted to our bayonet 
work too much to have any fear of the issue. More- 
over, since the second battle of Lang-Son and our 
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selection to remain behind when our comrades went 
down to the coast, we had conceived, unconsciously, 
I believe, a very high idea of our prowess both as 
individual soldiers and as a company. 

The grand attack which we had been expecting and 
praying for — I mean that we should have prayed for, 
if we ever prayed — was delivered at last For a couple 
of days and nights the enemy kept up a brisk fire, 
giving us no rest. To this we made but little reply. 
The Black Flags became bolder every hour, and on the 
second day of the fusilade some were so contemptu- 
ous of our fire that they crawled up to within less than 
two hundred yards of the entrenchments to burn 
their powder. Our arrangements for the second night 
did credit to the captain. He divided his little force 
into two parts. The first of these kept watch and 
ward from sunset until half-past one in the morning; 
the second, which had been resting with rifles by their 
sides, took up guard duty in turn until six. Thus, along 
the entrenchments half the men, clad in greatcoats, were 
standing up, looking out for any movement of the 
enemy, while the other half, wrapped up in greatcoats 
and blankets, lay down only a yard away from their 
watching comrades. Thus half the rifles in garrison 
were ready for instant use ; the remaining half could 
be in action in thirty seconds. Our captain was clever — 
I have always said so, and Lwill always assert it ; other 
captains are creatures of routine, and will do the same 
thing in a fortified post in the enemy's country as 
they were in the habit of doing in a quiet town in 
the heart of France. Routine, so admirable in time of 
peace, is a thing rather to be neglected in time of war. 

The moiety to which I was attached lay down just 
behind the men on guard from sunset to half-past one. 
Then we were called to take our turn of duty. I had 
only dozed off once or twice while lying down, but 
for all that I was as wakeful as if I had slept for a 
week, when I turned out of the blanket and stood up 
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in my greatcoat in the chilly air. Very soon I had 
the men under my charge at their posts. First, the 
lieutenant came round to ask in an undertone if all 
were ready within and if all seemed right outside; 
then the captain visited me and bade me pass the 
word up and down my command that the attack, if 
made at all, would be made within an hour, or an hour 
and a half at most, and that all should be thoroughly 
on their g^ard, for on every man's rifle a good deal 
depended. I, standing at the centre of my section, 
told the men on my right and left what the captain 
had said, each of them whispered the message to his 
next man, and so the words went down the ranks. 
After this all was quiet ; the men seemed like so many 
bronze statues, but one knew that every eye was peering 
out intently into the blackness and that every ear was 
straining to catch the lightest sound. As for me, I 
looked now to the front, then to the right, and then 
towards the left ; I neither saw nor heard anything which 
could betoken the approach of an enemy. 

We were nearly an hour so waiting, watching, and 
listening, and the constant strain had just begun to 
tell upon the nerves, when from the eastern side of the 
camp a report of a rifle came. Almost at once this 
was followed by a constant fire, not firing by volleys, 
be it well understood, but a well kept-up fire on both 
sides, never ceasing, but swaying, as it were, up and 
down, as now the reports came almost all together, 
now they came in twos and threes, or in dozens and 
in scores. The eastern side was not engaged long 
when the northern and southern ones joined in. A 
moment afterwards the red spirts came to us out of 
the darkness of the night. We replied, and a hot fusilade 
was well maintained without and within. The block- 
house garrison was also hotly engaged. They had little 
trouble with two faces, for the fronts of them were swept 
by the fire from the nearest angle of the fort, but on 
the other faces their work was far harder than ours. 
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As was obvious afterwards, when the light came and 
gave us the advantage, the Black Flags had tried to 
catch the main position unawares, if possible, but at 
least to give its garrison enough to do. The chief object 
was to win the block-house; that captured, we others 
could be poisoned out I afterwards learned that in 
the block-house there were two engineers and twenty- 
one legionaries, the whole being commanded by the 
sergeant-major I spoke of, the Alsatian who came from 
No. 3. They were good men ; one engineer and seven 
legionaries, all simple soldiers, were killed ; almost all 
the others were wounded, but even wounded men who 
could stand remained at their posts, and those others 
who had to stay out of the fight loaded their rifles 
and the rifles of the dead, and passed them to the 
fighting men, so that two shots often went through a 
loophole when, in the Black Flags' minds, only one 
should be expected. They were good men ; I am 
proud of having soldiered with such. 

But one attempt was made to rush the fort. This 
occurred at the angle where the fire from the two sides 
swept the ground in front of two faces of the block- 
house. I don't believe that the enemy dreamt of taking 
our place by storm, but one thing was certain, the 
attack in force took away all aid for the block-house 
from the main position and made the men outside 
dependent altogether on themselves. That the de- 
termined attack on the little garrison outside, weakened 
as it was by death and wounds, did not succeed was 
due, first to their determined resistance, and secondly 
to the fact that, just as the attack became fiercest, 
the light became good enough for us to see our foes, 
to reckon their strength, and then to allow our captain 
to withdraw men from the two sides that were but 
feebly fired at to the others where the firing was 
practically point-blank. The sudden reinforcement 
overpowered the attack. A rapid and unexpected sally 
by fifty or sixty legionaries with fixed bayonets re- 
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lieved the pressure round the block-house. The little 
garrison received from the sortie party a dozen men 
as reinforcements, the rest returned, and that really 
finished the engagement A few shots still continu^ 
to be exchanged, but the firing after the sally was of 
no account — sl man killed or wounded on either side 
" did not count in the tale of the battle." 

After this we had a little peace. We buried our 
dead outside the ramparts, but we left no mounds to 
afford shelter to enemies. All the earth that would 
in ordinary cases form heaps above the graves was 
taken to strengthen our defences; the plain outside 
was left as level as before. Was he not a clever 
captain? As for the enemy's killed and wounded, the 
uniformed men amongst them took them away under 
a flag of truce. We never allowed more than twenty-five 
to be engaged on the work within a hundred yards of the 
outer face of the fortifications, because we never trusted 
the Chinese. One thing else we did, we sent out the 
Annamttes to gather all the weapons and ammunition 
of those who had fallen near the camp. These were of 
no use to us, but we deprived the enemy of them. Some 
of the wounded fell out with the Annamite tirailleurs ; 
well, it was so much the worse for the wounded. 

When the burials were over and the wounded were 
going along well, we began to look forward to another 
attack. The Chinese regulars evidently took the 
business in hand this time, for there was no attempt 
to carry the main post or the block-house by assault ; 
now we had to contend with mines. It was very well 
for us that there were engineers in the garrison ; with- 
out them we should in all probability have seen most 
of our defences blown into the air. As it was, the 
Chinese mined and our engineers countermined. At 
first the mining was comparatively simple, as far as 
we were concerned. The Chinese had not the skill of 
the French sappers, and the result was that we always 
found out where they were boring, before they even 
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imagined that we could know anything about their 
operations, but after we had destroyed a few mines, and 
with them a certain number of men, the underground 
attack became more skilful and more concealed. On 
more than one occasion both parties of tunnellers dis- 
covered each other at the same time, and the earth was 
quickly put back by both; we did not want a com- 
munication between mine and countermine, for that 
might give passage to a couple of thousand Chinese 
and Black Flags into our camp; the enemy did not 
want to come to close quarters with us, for more than 
once they had learned that, bayonet to bayonet, the 
Asiatic stood no chance against the European. I shall 
not say much about the underground operations, as I 
am not an engineer ; moreover, my duties as sergeant 
kept me almost always above ground ; we allowed the 
military engineers to direct everything below. Of 
course, it will be understood that the legionaries, and 
sometimes the Annamite tirailleurs, furnished the working 
parties ; the regular engineers chiefly concerned them- 
selves with planning the works first and overseeing them 
afterwards. There is a story of one countermine which, 
however, I must narrate, as it intimately concerned 
myself 

Our fellows had cautiously dug forward for a con- 
siderable distance. No sound of tunnelling on the 
side of the Chinese had been heard ; as the dinaHment 
proved, they had been as cautious as we. The working 
party was tearing down the earth with the sharp edge 
of the pick, not striking with all their strength. Thus 
very little noise was made, and, besides, it was enjoined 
on all who were at work in the mine that talking could 
not be allowed. The men loyally obeyed orders, even 
if they had not felt inclined to do so through the spirit 
of discipline, the knowledge that the others were doing 
their best to tunnel under the fortification and then 
blow part of it to pieces prior to a grand attack with 
rifle and bayonet, would have made them obedient 

N 



194 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

enough. I had gone down into the mine, more out of 
curiosity than because I had business there ; my excuse 
was that I wished to get the names of the men of my 
section working in the pit. When I went down, I 
stayed for a moment or two. While I was holding a 
whispered conversation with a sub-officer of engineers, 
a cry from a worker drew our attention. In a moment 
the engineer saw what had happened, and cried out : 
" Les Chinois, les Chinois 1 " 

As a matter of fact, the Chinese miners and we were 
separated only by a thin wall of loose earth ; a blow or 
two struck by I know not which party tumbled this 
down, and we were all mixed up together, French and 
Chinese, in the tunnel. All struck out at random. I 
drew my bayonet, which, of course, I always wore, and 
dashed the point in the face of a yellow man from 
outside. 

The lamps were extinguished in the struggle that 
ensued ; we were all striking blindly about with pick- 
axe, shovel, and bayonet ; no man knew who might 
receive his blow. It was a horrible time. In the dark- 
ness I heard the cries and oaths and groans ; I shoved 
forward my bayonet, it met something soft; I drew 
it back and lunged again ; again it met the soft, yield- 
ing substance, or perhaps the blow was lost on empty 
air. If I struggled forward, I tripped over a body ; if 
I went back, surely a miner would knock my brains 
out with his pick. This went on for a short space that 
seemed an eternity. At last hurrying footsteps and 
shouts of encouragement and a welcome gleaming of 
lights told of the arrival of aid. When our comrades 
came up, we found that all the Chinese able to flee had 
fled ; fourteen of them, however, and eight or nine men 
of ours, were lying pressed against and on top of one 
another in a narrow space. All, dead and wounded 
alike, were carried out; the place was blocked up at 
once, and the countermine that had taken so much time 
and work on our part was filled in. When the dead 
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and wounded were examined two legionaries and two 
engineers were found dead, four legionaries and an 
Annamite tirailleur wounded, ten Chinese killed out- 
right, four just alive. An ugly list for the small place 
in which the fight was, but it was the darkness that 
caused so heavy a casualty list amongst comparatively 
few combatants. It was a most unpleasant struggle. 
After that experience I shall never care to fight again 
in the dark. 

For some time afterwards the siege went on in a 
less exciting way. The enemy had evidently resolved 
to starve us out. We had, as we thought, enough of 
stores in the beginning to last until relief came, but 
when the relief did not make its appearance at or after 
the time expected, the captain began to have serious 
misgivings for the future. We were utterly shut off 
from all communication with the outside world ; for 
all we knew, another disaster might have befallen the 
French troops, and, if that were the case, there could be 
no hope of relief in time. A full fortnight had now 
elapsed since the date that we had confidently set for 
the coming up of reinforcements ; we were all asking 
one another the reason of the delay. Other questions 
also arose. Would our comrades come soon ? If they 
did not, would our provisions hold out? Should we 
be able to fight our way through, in case the post had 
to be abandoned ? There was no thought of surrender, 
for all understood that it was better to die fighting than 
to give ourselves up to the diabolical tortures inflicted 
by the Black Flags and their allies on unlucky 
prisoners of war. 

One day rations were reduced by one half. In some 
way to make up for this an allowance of native spirit 
was served out every afternoon, but the brandy and 
the wine were carefully kept for the use of the sick and 
wounded. These were by no means few, and when 
the dead were added to the inefTectives the total reached 
almost fifty per cent, of the original force. Indeed, 
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after we had been on half-rations for a time, we legion- 
aries formed a skeleton company of skeletons ; we were 
so few and so reduced in weight. But through all we 
were resolute and, nearly to the last, cheerful. Cer- 
tainly when the half-rations were further diminished, 
our spirits markedly sank, but no one expects starving 
men to show much gaiety. 

The soldiers were kept constantly on the alert both 
by the enemy and by us, their sub-officers. The 
captain told the sergeants and corporals that the men 
were to be always engaged in some work or other, as 
he did not wish to give them time to annoy themselves 
by thinking. This instruction made me a busy man. 
I was always on the look-out for little duties for my 
section, at the same time taking care not to overwork 
the men, and I tried to be as cheerful as possible with 
them. My fellows and I got along well together on 
the whole. I never brought a man before the captain 
if I could help it, and I let the corporals of the section 
understand that the squads were not to be sworn at more 
than was absolutely necessary. At the same time all 
knew that an order once given had to be at once 
obeyed. 

Things had been going on in this fashion for some 
time when the enemy again plucked up courage to 
attack. We were very glad of this, because it showed 
that they feared the arrival of a French force before 
they could reduce us to extremity by a mere blockade. 
The second big fight was a replica of the first one, 
only that on this occasion the assault on the block- 
house was more determined than before. It lasted 
longer too, for we were too few in number to risk fifty 
or sixty men in a sortie, but, in spite of all, the defence 
was successfully maintained. Two days afterwards 
some Annamites captured a Chinese. He was in a state 
of abject terror when brought before the captain, and 
on the promise that his life would be spared and liberty 
given him, he soon told us all he knew of the French 
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movements. We learned then that a strong force was 
approaching and might he expected almost at any 
moment ; we were also told that a third and last attack 
was in preparation. This attack, however, and the 
relief of the post will be told in the next chapter, as 
they deserve a chapter to themselves. 



CHAPTER XVI 

f T was quite evident that the block-house would have 

to stand the brunt of the attack this time as before. 
Now we were rather weak in numbers for the adequate 
defence of the main position, yet not a single man 
could be withdrawn from the little garrison of the 
outside post Even with the full number of rifles 
allowed to it the block-house might be taken — taken, 
that is, in the event of the death or the rendering in- 
effective of all its men, and that this was by no means 
an impossibility was proved by the losses in the last 
fight. Out of twenty-two sub-officers and men only 
seven were unscathed, and of the others three were 
slightly, five severely, wounded, and seven killed. With 
a more desperate and better sustained attack upon 
more exhausted troops, might not the Chinese fairly 
hope for complete success? 

To make up in some degree for the anticipated loss 
of the outpost the captain gave orders that all vessels 
in camp should be filled, that, as these were emptied 
they should be refilled, and that no soldier should drink 
out of any vessel except his own water-bottle. All the 
rest, filled as they were, were placed in a central 
position in the camp, and this place all were forbidden 
to approach under pain of death. The sentries on 
guard had strict orders to allow no one to go near the 
precious stock of water. The captain said: 

"If you do not shoot or bayonet the trespasser, I 
will drive you forth unarmed to become the prey of 
the Black Flags." 

If their own brothers had dared to approach the 
water, the sentries would have shot them after hearing 
that 
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A strong party was sent to the block-house, for there 
was^ a chance that ^t might hold out, and in any case 
the captain r^blved that the enemy should not have 
it for nothing. The lieutenant of my company was in 
command. I was second ; there were two corporals, 
one an Alsatian, the other a Lorrainer, and twenty 
men. This was as many as could be conveniently 
accommodated in the small space. We were all well 
supplied with ammunition ; we carried, every man, 
three days* provisions. When we paraded before 
going out, the captain told us that we should hold our 
ground as well and as long as we could ; if we managed 
to repel one assault, only one, our lives would be saved 
and the honour of the corps maintained. 

Our small party took up its quarters, relieving the 
others, who were, you may be sure, not sorry to be 
relieved, and was at once divided into three parts. I 
commanded one, a corporal each of the others ; as for 
the lieutenant, he was over all, and seemed to be ever 
watchful and absolutely incapable of feeling fatigue. 
While one party watched, the rest lay down and slept 
or tried to sleep. There was no cooking to be done, as 
our provisions were of the cast-iron pattern — baked 
bread and cooked meat ; as for drink, we had a small 
allowance of native spirit and as much water as we 
should want for three days. 

For twenty-four hours we were undisturbed, except 
when once the door was opened and a man looked out. 
Then a regular fusilade of shots came towards us. We 
saw that we were fairly cooped up, and that the only 
chance of our ever leaving the block-house alive lay in 
the arrival of French troops. We fancied, but this was 
perhaps imagination, that we could hear firing in the 
distance ; this gave us hope and renewed our courage. 
Early in the evening of our second day on duty a 
strong attack was made not only on our post, but on 
the main position as well. At first this was confined 
to a hot fire, and four of ours, one the Alsatian corporal, 
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were shot at the loopholes. As night came down, the 
enemy approached to short range, and even in the 
dark we were a splendid target for them. All the night 
they fired, and twice they set the block-house on hre, 
but volunteers quickly put out the flames, though at 
a fearful sacrifice of life. As the first beams of the 
rising sun illuminated th6 battlefield, the Chinese 
regulars, followed by a crowd of Black Flags, tried to 
storm the post They succeeded in breaking down 
two upright beams on one side and tried to pour in, 
but our bayonets soon piled up a heap of bodies in the 
narrow entrance that they had made. We got a short 
respite now, and heard with feelings of indescribable 
joy a steady, well-sustained firing outside the position 
held by the enemy. Once more, however, the Chinese 
attacked. With battering rams of wood tipped with 
iron they broke down a clear half of one wall. Some 
of the superstructure fell and delayed them for a time, 
but this they quickly tore away, and the remains of 
the little garrison, having no longer power to hold the 
fort or hope of escape, sallied desperately forth, to sell 
their lives as dearly as possible. The lieutenant leading 
fell shot between the eyes ; the rest of us rushed 
straight at the Chinese and bore them back. They 
rallied and again attacked. We fought with the 
courage of despair. We could make little head against 
them, but for all that we steadily piled up a rampart 
of bodies in our front. I heard as I fought the 
familiar war cry of the l^ionaries ; I shouted out in 
reply. Just as a Chinese lifted his musket to fell me 
to the earth, I -saw the advancing line of reinforce- 
ments. There was a sudden shock, and then came 
darkness on my eyes, and, when I came to, the block- 
house, now on fire, was blazing in the sunlight, and 
I felt a terrible agony in head and limbs and body. 
But the post had been held and relieved ; the enemy 
were scattered in all directions, with hundreds of pur- 
suers at their heels ; there were no more short rations 
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to be dreaded, no more night attacks, nothing now but 
rest and peace and warm congratulations. 

Let me tell the fate of the little guard of the block- 
house. The lieutenant, both corporals, and eighteen 
soldiers were dead ; two soldiers and I, the sergeant 
and second in command, were wounded. Both the 
soldiers died that night ; I, the sole survivor, was 
promoted sergeant-major and recommended for the 
military medal. Had I been a Frenchman, I should 
have got the cross and a commission; as it was, I 
was more than^ satisfied, for did not I get the rewards 
won by my comrades as well as by me? For a few 
days I lay in hospital, and the doctors feared that I 
might suffer from concussion of the brain as a result 
of the heavy blow dealt me by the Chinese. However, 
all bad effects passed away quickly, and I returned to 
duty on the day that my promotion to the rank of 
sergeant-major was confirmed. The captain visited 
me in hospital ; he would not allow me to talk, and 
merely said that he was glad I had survived, and then 
laughingly told me that " the devil's children had their 
father's luck." He could be sarcastic on occasion, but 
I did not mind ; I can take a joke as well as another. 

After the post had been relieved the remains of the 
original garrison were transferred to the sea-coast. The 
march down was exactly similar to all the other 
marches, except in one important matter, we did not 
have to break camp hurriedly and run after rapidly 
vanishing enemies. No; our daily marches were not 
too long, our nightly rest was unbroken, and, as we 
approached the coast, we got better quarters and 
better supplies. The men too had the proud con- 
sciousness of a dangerous and difficult duty well done. 
The other soldiers whom we met used to cook our soup 
and prepare the camps for us ; that's the soldier's way 
of offering congratulations, and these were the com- 
pliments we liked. 

When we marched one afternoon into Saigon, I was 
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in very bad health. The reaction after the siege, with 
its reduced rations, its constant watchfulness, and all 
the little annoyances that beset a poor devil of a 
sergeant trying to keep the men of his section content 
under difficulties, together with the fatigue of the 
march, made me feel very ill by the time we came to 
the base. Moreover, I was troubled about the accounts 
of the company. The sergeant-major who preceded 
me, and who was killed in the last attack, had left the 
company's accounts in an unintelligible state; no one 
could tell whether any man had or had not been paid 
a piastre since the beginning of the siege, nor could 
you find out who had drawn occasional rations of wine 
and extra tobacco. The captain knew nothing; he 
had been too busy with fighting and looking after 
stores. I went to him and said that it was not fair 
to ask me to make up a dead man's accounts. He 
agreed with me, and asked me what the devil I was 
going to do about the affair. 

" Let the clerks at headquarters settle all," I replied ; 
" it ought to be their business and not mine." 

" Very well," said the captain ; " but how will you 
throw the work on their shoulders?" 

" Easily enough," I answered ; " I need but refuse 
to accept the books until they are set right." 

''But suppose you are ordered to take them and to 
set them in order yourself?" 

"Very well, sir; I will then claim money for every 
man, dead or alive. When the clerks point out to me 
that a certain man is dead, I will withdraw his name : 
in that way I shall give them more trouble than if 
they were to make up the accounts themselves." 

" Do what you like," said the captain ; " only pay the 
survivors — ^the dead may rest." 

I took the hint, and made out the accounts in such 
a way, that it appeared that all the dead had been paid 
in full up to the day of death, and that none of the 
suryivors had obtained a centime for months. The 
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paymasters grumbled, and I was called on more than 
once for an explanation. I could only say that I knew 
nothing about the men's accounts beyond what they 
told me. 

"But how do you know/' asked a commandant one 
day, " that the dead men were paid in full ? " 

" I don't know it, sir," I answered ; " but I have 
marked them as paid because I cannot afford time to 
look for their heirs." 

Everybody laughed at this — the idea of a legionary 
leaving legacies to his relations was too ridiculous. 
In the end, however, we survivors got nearly all the 
money we claimed, and everybody was satisfied. 

It was easy to see that most of our company were 
unfit for further duty at the time. Many were in 
hospital, and those of us who remained in camp were 
listless and easily fatigued. The medical officers did 
not like our looks, and it became a current report that 
we should all be very soon sent back to Algeria. The 
transport was in harbour on which we were ordered 
to embark for transportation home— *that is, to the 
legionaries* home, the wastes and sands of Northern 
Africa. Yet to us these very places seemed like heaven 
compared with Tonquin : we, were all tired of the 
harrassing warfare, the starvation, the marches, and 
the constant watchfulness. It was fated that I should 
not return in this vessel, as, only two days before 
it sailed, I had to go into the military hospital, a place 
dreaded above all others by soldiers. There I lay with 
an attack of fever, but my naturally strong constitution 
shook this off, and in a few weeks I was ready to em- 
bark in a hospital ship, with a few hundred others of 
all ranks and regiments, for Marseilles. I had a relapse 
while in the Red Sea, and thought for the first time 
that there was no longer hope for me. What made it 
worse was that every day a dead body went overboard, 
and, though the officials tried to keep this fact from 
us, sick men are too clever and too suspicious to be 
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easily imposed upon. One morning I saw the cot near 
me empty — a poor marine fusilier had occupied it the 
day before. I had known that he was sinking rapidly, 
but still the fact of his death gave me a great shock. 
I got up with difficulty from my couch and made 
my way on hands and knees to the companion-ladder, 
ascended this in the same posture, and at length 
gained the deck unperceived. I felt the cool breeze 
of the Mediterranean on my face, and thanked Heaven 
that I was out of the horrors of Tonquin and the 
almost worse horrors of the Red Sea. I remember no 
more until I woke up to find myself back in my cot, 
with a couple of doctors and an orderly or two around 
me. The doctors spoke in a friendly way to me, and 
asked me why I had gone up to the deck. I said that 
I was restless, and scarcely knew what I was doing, 
but that the fresh breeze above had done me much 
good. They then said that very soon we should be 
at Marseilles and that I should be better off* there. 
I thanked them, promised not to leave my cot again, 
and they withdrew. As they went, however, I over- 
heard one say — so sharp are sick men's ears: "He 
will come up again, probably to-morrow." I wondered 
vaguely whether he doubted my word or whether he 
was merely alluding to my probable death, but after 
a time I thought of other things. I made no further 
attempt to go up on deck ; even had I not promised 
to stay quietly below, I had not strength enough to 
climb the companion-way again. 

A few days after we arrived at Marseilles and were 
carefully transferred to a large hospital on land. There, 
I must admit, we received excellent treatment. Not 
only were the doctors and the orderlies kind and atten- 
tive, but the ladies of the town were also extremely good 
to us. Chaplains also came round the wards frequently, 
and, of all the places in which I have ever been, the 
military hospital at Marseilles was one of the best I 
could thoroughly appreciate the kindness then, for my 
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health came back quickly from the day I landed from 
the hospital ship. 

One day when I was allowed to get up and go to a 
convalescent ward for a few hours an orderly came into 
the room, in a great hurry apparently, and called out 
my name. I said : 

"Here I am. What do you want?" 

He replied : '* Monsieur le g^n^ral will be here 
soon." 

" Does he come to tell me that I have been appointed 
his aide-de-camp?" I inquired, laughing at my own 
little joke. 

"No, my fine fellow," cried a corporal of some line 
regiment in a comer ; " he has come to ask you to be so 
kind as to marry his daughter, who has a fortune of 
only one hundred thousand francs." 

" Ah," said a cuirassier — I forget his rank, " the request 
is that our friend the sergeant-major will consent 
to act as the general's second in a duel with the Tsar 
of Russia." 

A chasseur believed that that was not true, as he had 
learned from a morning paper that I was to be ambas- 
sador to His Holiness the Pope, " who knows," he went 
on to say, "how moral and virtuous are the lives the 
legionaries lead, they being, in fact, monks in uniform." 
This settled the matter; nobody could invent a more 
improbable — let me say impossible — reason for the 
general's visit. I was asked continually afterwards how 
the Pope was. Did he still hold the idea of asking 
France to give him the sanctified legionaries as a new 
army? If we went to Rome, should we have to soldier 
with the Swiss and other guards? And a number of 
other questions were asked, all of which I answered to 
the best of my ability, trying in every case to give a 
"Roland for an Oliver," and often succeeding. I told 
the chasseur one day that the Pope would not take us 
of the Legion as his guards ; he preferred the chasseurs : 
by converting them to decent practices he would gain 
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greater glory in heaven. The cuirassier learned that 
His Holiness would soon send him the shield of faith — 
he already had the breastplate of caution. The cuiras* 
sier did not like this. He indignantly protested that 
he would rather fight in his shirt sleeves. 

" Very well," I answered. " Do as the Austrians do — 
take ofT your cuirass in time of war." 

He asked me how I knew that I replied : ** Easily 
enough. I have many Austrian comrades, but I have 
no French ones. We legionaries are seemingly in the 
French army, but not, in real truth, soldiers of it." 
Truth to tellj I was getting a little angry, because 
all wished to unite against the solitary soldier of 
the Legion in the room. I let the rest see that I 
was tired of their jokes, and afterwards they left me 
alone. 

Well, the general came in a short time into the room 
and called out my name and rank. I stepped forward 
and stood to attention. 

"You the sergeant-major?" he asked, in a tone of 
surprise. 

" Yes, sir." 

"Why, you are only a boy. How long have you 
been in the Legion?'-' 

I told him. Then he asked me a number of questions 
about my service, to all of which I answered clearly and 
respectfully. 

" You are a young sergeant-major — very young." And 
he turned to speak to a surgeon. Both looked at me 
often during this conversation. I maintained always 
the stifT, erect attitude of the soldier in front of his 
superior officer. 

" You have been recommended for the military medal," 
at last the general said. 

" Yes, sir ; my captain told me that he would recom- 
mend me for the decoration." 

" The recommendation has been confirmed," said the 
general, " and I have come to give you the medal. I 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 207 

thought," he went on, "that I should meet a veteran, 
and I find a schoolboy." 

I said nothing ; indeed, I did not know what to say. 

" It does not matter about your age or the length of 
your service," the general continued ; " you have won 
rank and distinction, and I wish you a prosperous 
career." 

" Thanks, my general." 

** Is there anything you want ? " 

" Yes, my general." 

" What is it ? " 

" A Little Corporal to lead a schoolboy sergeant-major, 
that is all." 

He drew back and looked at me. A susurrus of 
approbation went through the room. Very little more 
was said. The general gave me the medal that I had 
won, paid me a compliment or two, and went away. 
But the story went round, and what would be hurtful 
to a Frenchman, who was at once soldier and citizen, 
was a cause of no ofTence in a legionary, who was only 
a soldier. But what I said was liked, and many a 
present I received afterwards. The French know that 
the legionary is a soldier pure and simple — well, not 
always pure, and very seldom simple — ^and they know 
that the soldier of the French army who gives up for 
life the clothes of the p^kin and who dreams of nothing 
except fighting and promotion looks on Napoleon the 
Great as a terrestrial Archangel Michael. Him would 
we follow, him would we serve. God grant us another 

like him, and then And the legionaries understood, 

and wished as warmly as any Frenchman for the advent 
of another ideal restless man and restless man's idol. 
The Little Corporal when he was the great commander 
was bad, let us admit, to many, but he was never bad 
to the man who served him well. It was not birth or 
wealth that brought promotion under him but courage 
and devotion to duty. True, he made mistakes, and 
these great ones — the imprisonment of the Pope, the 
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invasion of the white Tsar's frozen land, the too early 
return from Elba were such — ^but in his mistakes even 
he was colossal, unapproachable. 

It was after this visit and the receipt of the military 
medal that the jesting conversations b^an amongst us. 
However, I have told of them already, and there is 
no use in going back upon a told story. That does 
very well in conversation, especially when the glasses 
are filled and the pipes going merrily, but in writing 
it is of no account 

Very soon after this I was strong enough, the surgeons 
said, to cross to Algeria. All the men whose acquaint- 
ance I had made were good enough to say that, though 
they were glad I was able to leave hospital, yet they 
were sorry to lose my companionship. I thanked them 
all, told them that I had had a pleasant time, and hoped 
to meet them again. In this I was sincere. I have very 
pleasant memories of the hospital, but all the same I 
wanted to get back to my own comrades. 

Shortly after the surgeons had put my name on the 
outgoing list I left the hospital for the troopship. I 
was brought to Gran, and there sent again to hospital, 
but only for a few days. Here I was treated very well 
indeed by those in charge, and I made a few casual 
acquaintances, whose comradeship helped very much 
to pass the dreary time of waiting until the principal 
surgeon should order me to be sent back to the rai- 
ment. I think they kept me longer than was absolutely 
necessary, and this for two reasons — my youth and the 
military medal. The surgeons were quite as curious 
as my hospital companions to hear my story, to learn 
all about my country and why I left it to join the 
Legion, how I liked the French service, and every 
other thing that they could think of For the first 
time in my life I was made much of as a man of 
good service and tried valour ; if I gave somewhat 
exaggerated accounts of the perils I had passed who 
can blame me? There was no sneering now at the 
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Foreign Legion ; oh no ! we were in Algeria, la patrie 
des Ugionnaires, 

At last the surgeon-in-chief told me that I should 
soon leave the hospital. I thanked him for the informa- 
tion, and said that the only cause of regret at leaving 
was that I should leave so many good comrades behind. 

" Have you been well treated here, sergeant-major ? " 
he asked. 

" Very well, sir ; so well that I have lost the simple 
soldier's fear of the hospital." 

He laughed, and said : "^ I am glad. Take the advice 
of a friend, always seek the surgeon when you are ill 
or wounded. The old prejudice was, in its time, a just 
one; nowadays things are different** 

I promised that I would do so. At the same time 
even to-day I fear the surgeon's knife more than an 
enemy's bayonet or sword or even lance, and the 
lance is what the infantry man most dreads — that is, 
of course, of weapons. However, I have not since the 
day I left the hospital at Gran ever been the occupant 
of a bed in one, and I sincerely hope that I may never 
see, as a patient at least, the whitewashed wall of a 
hospital again. 

From Gran I was sent to the depot at Saida, where 
I remained for some time. I did ordinary duty there 
as sergeant-major of a company of recruits during the 
illness of the regular sub-officer, and so learned a good 
deal more of my new duties than I knew when leaving 
Tonquin. I was very glad of this, especially as the 
officers were very decent to me. I was a different 
man now — a sergeant-major without a moustache but 
with the military medal — from the young recruit who 
was sworn at and abused every day by the drill 
instructors. No swearing or abuse now, only compli- 
ments and flirtation and general friendliness. A happy 
time indeed, too happy to last, as I learned before I 
was many months older. 

I must now tell about my love and my sorrows and 
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how I came to leave the Legion for ever. Truly, I can- 
not say that I am sorry ; truly, I cannot say that I 
am glad. If the service of the legionary was a 
hard service, yet it had its consolations ; if you did 
wrong nobody minded — that is, so long as you broke 
only the ten commandments. Of course, military 
regulations and the rules of our society were very 
different things; the first had to be kept if one did 
not wish for punishment, you had to respect the second, 
or else lose the respect of your associates, and though 
boycotting is a comparatively new word yet it denotes 
an old and universal practice. 

And now to tell of my grande passion^ its course 
and its results, the story of which was at one time, and 
may be even still, a classic tale of the L^ion. 



CHAPTER XVII 

T LEFT the depot one morning with a large party 
of recruits for a battalion in the inland parts of 
Algeria. We were about a hundred and eighty strong, 
and as a lieutenant was the only officer I ranked as 
second in command. We had two sergeants and eight 
or nine corporals to help to maintain discipline, but 
the men acted in a very good way on the march. 
I can recall no incident worth relating, but I re- 
member one circumstance that made the march very 
pleasant. As the lieutenant had no brother officer to 
speak to and was naturally talkative, he had to associ- 
ate very much with me. It must not be supposed that 
this diminished the respect in which I was bound to 
hold his rank ; on the contrary, since he made the 
time pass agreeably for me, I felt more and more 
disposed to render him all outward signs of honour; 
and if I did address him as "my lieutenant" as we 
marched 20 paces ahead of the party, when others 
were within earshot I fell back on the more respectful 
"sir." I am sure he noted this, but he said nothing 
about it. This officer was a most entertaining talker ; 
he was naturally clever, had received a good educa- 
tion, and was full of stories of Paris which were well 
worth hearing. He saw that I enjoyed his tales of 
life there, and thus had the best of all incentives to 
story-telling — a good listener. On the other hand, I 
told him more than he, as an officer, could learn of 
the Legion and the men who were in it I did not 
trouble about the Alsatians and Lorrainers, who had 
enlisted solely to gain the rights of French citizens, but 
I let him know the life-history of more than one of 
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the Russians, Austrians, Germans and Spaniards who 
filled our ranks. I did more. I allowed him to see 
the trend of thought in the corps ; I told him of our 
traditions, our jealousies, our loves and our hates ; by 
the time that we arrived at our goal he understood 
better than most officers the character of the men whom 
he would have under his command. So the lieutenant 
and the sergeant-major were good comrades. 

When we came to the battalion at the borders of 
the Great Desert the recruits were distributed amongst 
the companies, the sergeants and corporals were ap- 
pointed to sections and squads, the lieutenant took 
the place of an officer who had died of fever, and 
so all were settled in the new battalion except myself. 
The commandant did not know what to do with 
me ; he had enough sub-officers of my rank already, 
and yet he did not like to put me to any duties 
except those of the rank I held. This was on account 
of the military medal. If I had not had that, I should 
very soon have found myself acting as simple sergeant 
of a section. However, a way was found out of the 
difficulty — a way which led me into many sorrows — 
though these I have never regretted, counterbalanced 
as they were by so many joys. 

There was a woman in the place who kept a 
canteen. She always remained with this battalion, 
and where others might starve she waxed wealthy 
— that is, wealthy for a cantintere. Her husband had 
been a sergeant of the third company. He had fallen 
fighting bravely in an obscure skirmish at some desert [ 

village, and when he fell he left a wife and baby ' 

daughter to the care of his comrades. The story of 
the pair was never fully known. They were Italians, ^ 

and both of evidently gentle birth. When I heard 
about them first I thought of a Romeo and a Juliet 
giving up all for love, leaving behind family ani- 
mosities with family riches, and seeking security from 
all search in the safest retreat in the world — the 
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"legion of the lost ones." All the men saw and 
admired the heroic self-sacrifice of the gently-nurtured 
lady who left all to follow the chosen one in such a 
career, and I am proud to be able to say that during 
her husband's life and after his death no man ever 
said in her hearing anything that would bring a blush 
to her cheeks ; in her presence even the most hardened 
rascal put on the semblance of a gentleman. People 
say that even the best man has some fault or imper- 
fection of nature. It may be so. At any rate even 
the worst man has some good, some respect for virtue 
and honour, even though he possesses them not him- 
self. 

After the death of her husband the widow opened a 
small shop, in which she sold wine, tobacco, and other 
things that soldiers spend their money on. The officers 
of the battalion stocked this for her, but in a short 
time she was able to pay them back, and she insisted 
on their accepting the money though they did not at 
all desire repayment. The regimental convoys were 
allowed to bring her goods as she required them, and 
the legionaries of her dead husband's battalion loyally 
spent most of their scanty pay in her canteen. 

Whenever anyone received money from friends or 
relations in Europe her stock would be all cleared off 
at once, and so by the exercise of a little frugality 
she was able gradually to put by some money for the 
little daughter whom she idolised. At the time when 
I came to the battalion this girl was about fifteen 
years of age, slight, graceful, lively, bright-eyed, the pet 
of the battalion. Everyone jested freely with her, she 
jested freely with everybody, but no one ever thought 
of saying anything which her mother, a model of 
virtue, would not like to hear. 

I had been but two or three days in my new quarters 
when an alarm of fire was raised one night, and we all 
turned out promptly as the cry went around. There 
was no danger for us, as the huts were one-storeyed 
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and dtd not contain more than a squad each, but 
there might be s6me for the officers, whose quarters 
were more elaborate, and who, of course, were more 
isolated. A dozen or a score of men in a hut will all 
get clear, because some at least will be aroused, and 
these can pull out their suffocating comrades ; a single 
officer may be smothered in his bed before even the 
watchful sentry realises the outbreak. When I came 
out of my quarters, in shirt and drawers, I glanced 
around, and saw at once that all the cantonment was 
safe. Then I heard a cry from the direction of the 
main guard-house that the village was on fire, but this 
was afterwards proved to be false. I flung on my 
clothes hurriedly and ran to the guard-house, for I had 
no assigned place on the parade that was now rapidly 
forming on the parade-ground, not being sergeant- 
major of any company, and asked the sergeant of the 
guard where the fire was. 

" Madame's canteen," he replied ; " twenty or thirty 
men have already gone to put it out*' 

" May I go to help ? " (Of course, though I was of 
higher rank, he was the man in charge of the guard, 
and could prevent me, if he wished, from going out) 

" Certainly, my sergeant-major." 

" Thanks, comrade, thanks." And I ran out and went 
to the widow's canteen. There I found the whole a 
mass of flames, and I saw at a glance that there was 
no hope of saving even the smallest portion of the 
house or its contents, especially as there was a sad 
lack of water. I asked a man if the woman and the 
girl had been saved. He told me that the girl had 
discovered the fire and awakened her mother, that 
both had made good their escape, and that then the 
widow had run back to recover her little store of 
money, the hiding-place of which no one else knew. 
"Then," he went on, "the daughter tried to go into 
the blazing house to bring back her mother, but she 
was forcibly prevented by some soldiers, and one or 
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two of the l^ionaries who tried to enter were driven 
back, severely burned, by the fire and smoke." The 
flames, indeed, were terrible, all the wine barrels and 
spirit casks were blazing fiercely ; there was no hope 
of life for anyone in such a hell. The poor widow 
fell a victim to her desire to regain for her daughter 
the money she had hoarded with so much anxious 
care, and nothing remained of her except a few 
charred bones, which were reverently gathered up and 
decently interred on the morrow. As for the money, 
it must have been chiefly in paper, for very little 
metal could be found in the ashes, and so the poor 
daughter was left completely alone in the world, with- 
out relations, at least as far as she knew, without 
means, and with only the friendship and the pity of 
the battalion to look to for aid. 

The Italian girl was taken charge of by a sergeant's 
wife— one of those few noble women, few, I mean, 
comparatively speaking, who will go anywhere with 
their husbands, and who furnish in the most abandoned 
communities examples of unselfish heroism and exalted 
virtue, which make even men whose knowledge of the 
sex is confined to its most vicious members have some 
respect for purity and some doubts as to their favourite 
axiom : A man may be good, but a woman cannot be. 
The officers proposed that she should continue as can- 
tiniire in place of her mother, and generously offered to 
put her in a position to do so. As for us sub-officers 
and simple soldiers, our duty was plain : as soon as she 
was in a new home and shop, to go there, and there 
only, witl^the constant copper, the occasional silver, the 
God-sent gold. She knew this, the officers knew it ; we 
made no resolutions ; and said scarcely anything about 
the matter amongst ourselves, but all understood that 
it would be bad for the legionary who bought his wine 
or br.andy elsewhere. 

The commandant sent for the four sergeant-majors of 
the companies and for me, the supernumerary. He 
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asked us how much it would cost to erect a new house. 
We said that it would cost nothing ; the soldiers would 
build one in their spare time. 

"Very well, my friends, very well. How much will 
it cost to put in a new supply." 

We did not answer this at once, but after some 
time we all agreed that 2000 francs would put in a 
fairly good stock — that is, if carriage cost nothing. 

" Oh, the carriage will be settled ; I will see to that," 
said the commandant "Now, sergeant-major," he 
went on, turning to me, "you have no company whose 
accounts you must make up, will you undertake to 
look after this business for Mademoiselle Julie?" 

" I will do my best, sir, in this matter if you wish it." 

" That will do," he replied ; " you shall be sergeant- 
major of the canteen company. Is it not so?" 

Every other sergeant-major laughed at me. They 
were glad that I had been sent to some duty, for a 
sergeant-major with the military medal is not long 
employed as simple sergeant, and each man, so long 
as I was unemployed in my proper rank, would fear 
for himself and his own position. Thus I became 
sergeant-major responsible for a canteen and the curious 
crowd assembled there. Some time afterwards, when 
the new quarters had been built by the legionaries and 
the little stock of eau-de-viey wine, tobacco, and cigars 
had arrived, there was a grand opening. All the men 
had been saving up for awhile, and more than half 
the stock was sold at a good profit on the first evening. 
The girl was asked to do nothing except to take the 
money ; four men willingly acted as assistants, pouring 
out the wine and the eau-de-vie, and, indeed, now and 
then tasting them too, for " you must not muzzle the 
ox treading out the com," nor ask a man to help others 
to good things without occasionally helping himself as 
well. 

One of them took so much brandy that I had to turn 
him out, a couple of comrades brought him away to 
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his hut, and nothing was said about it, as the poor 
little cantiniere begged him off with tears in her eyes. 
Just as things were becoming almost too lively the 
commandant and the other officers came down and 
entered the little shop. The first intimation we inside 
had of their arrival was the silence of the men who 
were laughing, singing, and carousing outside. The 
commandant put down a couple of gold pieces and 
asked for two bottles of wine. He and the others took 
each a sip of this and wished mademoiselle a prosperous 
business. Then the commandant gave me a strong 
hint that enough of business had been done for that 
day, and I promptly shut up shop after his departure. 
When all had left Giulia and I counted the money. 
We had a little gold, a good deal of silver, and a great 
quantity of copper — ^altogether over fourteen hundred 
francs. I congratulated her upon the successful evening's 
trading, and then we went to reckon up the supply still 
left. We found that at the same rate of sale the two 
thousand francs would be changed into at least two 
thousand six hundred, and that surely was excellent 
profit in an out-of-the-way camp of legionaries where 
money was rather scarce. 

Then Giulia asked me to take a glass of wine and a 
cigar. I did not refuse. What legionary, what man, in- 
deed, would, when pressed by so lovely a girl ? Of late 
I had seen her constantly, as my management of her 
affairs and my continual reports about the progress of 
her new house brought me daily into her society. We 
always got on well together — fifteen and seventeen don't 
usually fall out — and my rank and medal brought me 
favour in her eyes. Moreover, I was very respectful in 
my words and demeanour. I pitied her misfortune, and 
my pity was not lessened by the sight of her beauty, 
and, before I had been three days attending to her 
affairs, I took more interest in them than I could by any 
chance take in the accounts of a company. We were 
very good friends and companions, but there was not a 
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hint, not a suspicion, of love on either side. She was 

pretty and in trouble, and, therefore, had my sympathy. 

I was kind and attentive to her, and she was grateful. 

Vaild taut ! 
Before I drank the wine I made her put her lips to 

the glass, which she did, prettily and with a blush. 
" You must never ask me to do that again,'' she said. 
" Why, it is the custom of the Legion, ma camarade," 

I replied. " You are now a legionary ; surely you will 

do as your good comrades do ? " 

" Well, at least not in the presence of others." 

" Very well," I answered ; " but always when we are 

alone ? " 

" Yes," she whispered ; ** when we are alone. I trust 

you." And she put her little hand out to me. I took it, 

and by a sudden impulse kissed it 
" You may always trust me," I said — " always." 
A question now arose as to the disposal of the money. 

There was no danger from natives, as the new house 

was inside the lines ; there was not much, indeed, from 

soldiers, as there were sentries near. At the same time 

I told Giulia that it would be safer to transfer it to some 

other place. " Can you not," I suggested, " take it to the 

woman in whose quarters you live ? " 
" No, no," she replied ; " I will take some to give to 

her — she has been very good to me — but you are in 

charge, you must keep the greater part." 
" I ? " I said in astonishment 
" Yes ; if you do not, I will leave it here." 
" But, Mademoiselle Julie, there are very bad men in 

every battalion, and someone may break in and steal all." 
" Let the sentinels keep watch." 
" Ah ! a sentinel may be glad to get half." 
" I do not care ; you are my sergeant-major " — as she 

said this a rosy flush came up over neck and face and 

ears — " and it is your duty to keep my money for me. 

Besides, did I not say that I trust you ? " 

In the end I had to take twelve hundred francs, 
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though with many misgivings. Giulia told me that 
she would give two hundred to the sergeant's wife, 
the rest she would keep herself. Then we locked up 
the place and departed to our separate quarters, after 
having made an appointment to meet in the morning, 
to inspect the stores and see if anything had been 
touched during the night. Giulia wanted me to take the 
keys as well as the money, but this I refused to do. 
• I could scarcely sleep that night on account of the 
money. I occupied a small room in a long, low-roofed 
building, given up to the accommodation of sergeants 
whose domestic arrangements did not include a woman. 
I barricaded the door, put a glass on the window, so 
that anyone trying to enter that way might knock it 
down on a tin basin placed just below, and put a naked 
bayonet and the box containing the money under my 
pillow. For all these precautions I spent a wakeful 
night, and rose in the morning, restless, anxious, and 
unrefreshed. After the morning coffee I felt better, 
and laughed to myself at my fears of the night. Who 
would take the money ? surely not one of the sergeants. 
I did not, I could not, suspect them, but I certainly 
should not like to trust every man in the battalion ; 
the Legion contains more than a due percentage of 
desperate ruffians, and our battalion had its fair share 
of the bad ones. 

As I went across the parade-ground to keep my 
appointment with Giulia at the door of the canteen 
I met the captain of my company, or at least of the 
company to which I was attached, though I seldom 
paraded with it He noticed the box and asked me 
what it contained. When I told him he laughed, and 
said that many a man would be pleased to be so trusted, 
especially by so beautiful a girl as Mademoiselle la 
Cantini^re. I answered that the trust was pleasant but 
the responsibility too great ; I did not wish to have the 
safe keeping of twelve hundred francs. " You cannot 
help it now, my sergeant-major of the canteen, you 
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must undertake all the duties of your position." Then 
he told me to present his compliments to Mademoiselle 
Julie, and went away. 

I met Giulia at the door. She looked annoyed at 
having to wait, but when I made her acquainted with 
the delay caused by meeting the captain her face 
cleared. 

" I thought, mon ami," she said, " that you had for- 
gotten your duty." 

"That might be possible; but, Mademoiselle Julie, 
how could I forget you?" 

She curtsied at the compliment, and I noticed the 
grace of her figure, the beauty of its curves, the wonder- 
ful arch of the instep ; and I must have looked my 
admiration, for when she lifted her eyes to meet mine, 
again the rosy flush came up over her neck and cheeks. 
"Let us see that all is right within," she said, and 
opened the door. When we were inside we saw at a 
glance that everything was as we had left it on the 
previous evening. ",Now let us count the money," I 
said. In a second Giulia flew into a rage, she stamped 
her foot upon the ground, she cried out that I wished 
to insult her, that I thought her mean and suspicious, 
and finally burst into tears. I laid my hand upon her 
arm and wished to know what had vexed her ; she flung 
it ofl* with an indignant gesture and bade me go away. 
I was thunderstruck. I could not tell how I had 
offended, and was banning to feel aggrieved. Why 
should I be told that I had insulted her whom I would 
not pain for all the world? The more I thought of 
my conduct towards her, the less reason I could see 
for her anger and tears. I was wise enough, however, 
to let her have her cry out : when she had done with 
weeping she would be reasonable. I was not mistaken. 

When she had dried her tears, I asked how I had 
offended her. She looked, calmly enough now, at me, 
and said : " Did I not tell you yesterday that I trusted 
you ? " 
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" Yes," I replied. 

"And yet to-day you ask that I should count the 
money. How can I do so and trust?" 

I took off my kepi, bowed, and said : " Pardon me, 
I was wrong." 

" You will never offend me again ? " 

" Never. And you, you will forgive ? " 

"Yes ; once, but not a second time." 

Again she gave me her hand, again I kissed it, then 
she put her hands upon my shoulders, and said : " My 
dear friend, if I did not trust you more than you think, 
I would not be alone with you here." 

She asked me to take a glass of wine, voluntarily put 
the glass to her lips, and then handed it to me. I de- 
liberately turned it round, so that my lips should touch 
where hers had touched, and drained it to the bottom, 
looking the while over it at Giulia. She smiled and 
looked pleased, and then turned away to get some 
cigars. I had more sense than to offer money. I took 
the cigars, and said : 

" You are a good comrade, Giulia." 

It was the first time I had called her by her name. 
She hesitated a little, and then answered : 

" And you too, you will be a good comrade, will you 
not, Jean ? " 

" Oui, ma belle." And I bit off the end of a cigar, 
while she struck a match to light it for me. 

Just as I began to smoke there came a knock at the 
door. I shouted out "Entrez," and the commandant 
came in. I put down the cigar and stood to attention. 

" Everything goes well, is it not ? " he asked. 

" Yes, monsieur le commandant," Giulia replied ; " I 
can soon repay some of the money advanced by you 
and the other officers." 

" No, my child," the commandant said ; " you are 
the daughter of the regiment now. The battalion 
must be father and mother to you ; we cannot accept 
repayment" 
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*' But my mother paid back the money given to her 
by the officers." 

" Yes, my dear child ; but your mother was not bom in 
the regiment, and though we lent to her we give to you. 
We gave it, indeed, and did not expect to be repaid. 
I was a sub-lieutenant then, and I remember all. She 
insisted, and we were compelled to accept With you 
it is different ; we will insist, and you must not refuse. 
How do you like the sergeant-major of the canteen ? " 
he went on. We all laughed at the queer title ; no one 
had ever heard of such a rank. 

" Very well, monsieur le commandant" 

" Yes, yes ; I think he will be good ; if he is not, tell 
me." With that he went away. 

'* I must be good, Giulia ? " I said, as I lit the cigar 
again. 

"Yes; veryifood, my comrade; you must never offend 
me again" 

"Ah! you do not forget — perhaps you will never 
forget — and then, what is the good of being forgiven ? " 

" I will forget ; yes, I will never remember, unless you 
force me to." 

I promised that I should never offend her again, and 
she smiled and said that she believed me. 

" Nobody will enter here during the day," I told her, 
" and I will leave the box here ; if I do not I must carry 
it everywhere with me, and that mil be inconvenient." 

Giulia asked me why I should carry it about with me, 
and I told her that I should have no peace or ease of 
mind while it was out of my sight unless it was in the 
canteen, which was near so many sentinels. I also men- 
tioned my fears for its safety the previous night and 
the precautions that I had taken. She was very sorry 
that I had been so restless, and advised me to leave it 
in future in the canteen. To this I demurred. I told 
her that if the box were there, I should be getting up 
at all hours of the night to come and look at the place, 
and perhaps I might be shot by a sentry. "But can 
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we not find a hiding-place — ^some place that nobody 
could find even in broad daylight ? " The idea struck 
me as a good one. We searched in all directions, and 
finally decided on an empty box half-full of straw that 
had contained bottles. By leaving this, of course, with- 
out the money, in full view of everybody during the 
day, no man who might enter at night would dream of 
searching it Then I proposed that we should put only 
the money there every evening and that I should take 
away the empty box. 

"No, my friend, you shall not. Something might 
happen if the bad ones thought that the box was full ; 
better lose the money than a good friend's life." 

" As it pleases you, my comrade ; I will obey orders, 
then I cannot offend." 

That evening the canteen did a good trade, so good, 
indeed, that we — that is, Giulia and I — determined on 
sending for more wine and eau-de-vie, I went to the 
commandant in the morning and told him how affairs 
stood. He was glad to hear my report, and ordered me 
to make out the order and give it to him to be for- 
warded. I brought him the written order to a merchant 
in Gran and handed over eighteen hundred francs in 
cash. He had the money counted by a clerk, and then 
told me that he would see that Mademoiselle Julie's 
order and money were safely transmitted. I saluted 
and went away. 

As day after day passed Giulia and I became all the 
better friends. We openly showed our liking for each 
other. We were constantly meeting, sometimes by 
accident it is true, but oftener by unexpressed design, 
and, whenever we met, we always stopped to speak. I, 
being unattached to any company for battalion duties, 
had plenty of time on my hands ; Giulia, of course, had 
nothing to do until evening, as I took good care that 
her place was swept and cleaned every morning by 
legionaries, who were only too glad to do this work for 
a glass of brandy and an ounce of tobacco apiece ; thus 
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we, as it were, could not help meeting so frequently. 
The others noticed and said nothing ; it was tacitly 
understood at the time through the battalion that we 
were lovers, and yet we had never even spoken of love, 
and I had kissed her hand only twice. We were happy 
tc^ether, and that, for the moment, was enough for both. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

TX^HEN Giulia and I met next morning at the 
canteen we found money and goods untouched. 
She did not ask me to take a glass of wine this time but 
filled it out, put it to her lips, and gave it to me. I 
drank the wine, lit a cigar» and asked her if she had 
any orders. We laughed at this, then shq in her pretty 
way insisted that I was the sub-officer in charge and 
that her duty was to listen and obey, mine to command. 
I objected, saying that the lady's wishes had to be 
considered first. A good deal of harmless chat followed. 
I smoked the cigar, she deftly rolled a cigarette and lit 
it from my cigar, our faces were close together, and I 
told her it was well that cigarette and cigar were between 
us and also kept our lips engaged. But this was all fun, 
we had nothing to do; the men of the battalion, at 
least three companies of them, were out marching 
with knapsacks and pouches full, the fourth company 
was up to its eyes in work, some on guard, some cook- 
ing, some doing the necessary duties of a camp ; I 
honestly believe that we two were the only idle, careless 
ones in the cantonment. 

As she flung away the end of a cigarette she said : 
" I have resolved to live here after a few days." 

"What I" I cried, "you to stay here alone, beautiful 
and with money ? " 

She smiled back, as it were triumphantly, and replied : 

"Why not?" 

" But you are beautiful." 

" Thanks, my comrade." 

" And there will always be money in the house." 

" It is true." 

P MS 
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" And beauty and money, what will they not tempt 
men to do?" 

" I shall have a protector." 

This was a blow to me, and she must have seen it, for 
she said quickly, putting her hand on my arm, that the 
sergeant and his wife whom she had been staying with 
since her mother's death would keep house for her. 

" Oh," I cried, " I am so glad and I was so sorry." 

" I trust you, Jean," she answered ; " will you not trust 
me?" I was not allowed' to reply; she put a pretty 
finger on my lips, and said : 

"Yes, I know you trust me; why say to me what I 
know ? " 

What pleasant days we had together ! What fun and 
jesting and pretended rebukes ! When the sergeant 
and his wife were installed in one of the rooms over the 
canteen, I used to stay until the call went for "Out lights," 
and then I groped my way in the darkness back to my 
quarters, challenged by every sentry on the road. Soon 
the battalion got to understand that U jeune was always 
to be found going to his quarters at a certain hour, 
and the sentries used to look out especially for me. I, 
of course, had to answer their challenges and to give my 
reason for being out at night. I always said : 

"Visiting Sergeant M ." As I passed the 

scoundrels used to say : " Sergeant M y is he married? 

Has Madame M a friend at her house?" And I 

dared not say anything in reply, because if I did all 
the battalion would be laughing at me and somebody 
else next day. 

You must not think that the men wished to hurt 
anyone's feelings. No; bad as they were, forgetful as 
they were of the ten commandments, they had no 
intention, not even the slightest, of offending Giulia 
or me. Giulia was the pet Many envied me, I am 
sure, but they envied me because they thought things ; 
had they known that Giulia and I were merely good 
friends, good comrades, and that no word of love had 
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ever been said by either of us they would have laughed, 
and said : " Oh, boy and girl to-day, lover and mistress 
to-morrow/- but that was because, with a lingering taste 
for good, they had quite given up expecting it here or 
hereafter. One thing I must say, the legionaries were 
very quiet in the canteen. They called for their drinks 
and went outside at once, and there smoked, drank, and 
sang as best pleased each. Sometimes a man would 
have no money and would wish for a drink in the 
morning or a pipeful of tobacco at night. He came to 
me, and said : 

" I want it, my sergeant-major ; will you give it me ? " 

"I can't give it," I used to say, "but I'll ask for it 
for you, and if you don't pay when you have money 
I shall have to pay instead and I'll never ask for you 
again." 

They did not always pay, but that was because a 
man's money was stopped — ^he was in hospital, perhaps, 
or in jail — ^but Giulia and I never minded that ; the 
men who could pay did. 

To say the truth, no battalion in the world was so 
good or so comfortable as ours at that time. The 
men never drank out of the lines, therefore those who 
went too far could be easily carried away to bed. There 
was very little fighting, for no man, indeed, would strike 
a blow in Mademoiselle Julie's canteen, and if a 
blow is not struck soon, soldiers forgive and forget 
easily; moreover, if a man had no money he could 
get his bit of tobacco and, perhaps, his glass oi eau-de-vie 
without begging for it. Giulia never wrote down the 
name of a man she gave credit to ; she said always : 
" It is not my honour, but yours, that is at stake." That 
phrase with us was worth all the ledgers in the world. 

One evening I was sitting on the edge of the counter 
talking about something or other to a corporal who 
had dropped in for a glass of wine and had asked me 
to join him in the drink. In spite of the difference in 
rank I consented, for I knew quite well that the social 
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position that the corporal used to hold was very*much 
higher than my own ; as a matter of fact, the man had 
at one time a commission in the British army, and 
his father draws to this very day a big pension from 
the British Government But that is by the way. As 
we chatted Giulia listened and was interested ; we 
spoke of some affairs of the battalion, and Giulia knew 
as much as we did of such things. We three were 
the only persons in the canteen. I had just told Giulia 
to refill the glasses, and she was about doing so when 
a man entered, a simple soldier. I did not know him 
at the time ; I found out afterwards that he was a 
Hessian and bore the reputation of being taciturn and 
unsociable, thereby rendering himself an object of dis- 
like to all. He called for a glass of brandy and drank 
it, then for another, which he sipped slowly, and tried 
to enter into conversation with Giulia. The corporal 
and I resumed the conversation interrupted by the 
Hessian's entrance, and Giulia evidently preferred to 
listen to us rather than to the new-comer. As he 
noted this he became rather angry, and made some 
remark about his money being as good as another's, 
and that canteen girls should be obliging to all customers. 
Giulia, who had a hot temper, told him at once to finish 
his drink and to take himself and his money elsewhere. 
The Hessian drank his brandy, and as he was leaving 
said that she knew the diflference between a simple 
soldier and a sergeant-major, and if someone had no 
chevrons on his sleeve he would soon be taught that 
it was unmannerly to sit on a counter in the presence 
of a lady. My temper had been gradually rising and 
this was too much for me. I jumped down from the 
counter, took off my belt and bayonet, which I handed 
to Giulia, stripped off my tunic, and told the scamp 
that there were no chevrons on my shirt. He was 
astonished, and almost before he could put himself on 
his defence I had given him in quick succession right 
and left fists in tjie eyes. I followed up the attack 
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vigorously, and in less than three minutes all the in- 
solence was taken out of him and he begged for mercy. 
Then I kicked him out of the canteen and told him 
never again to enter it, put on my tunic and sat down, 
this time on a chair. 

" I must apologise," I said to Giulia ; " I should not 
have sat on the counter; in one sense he was right. 
I will not ask pardon for quarrelling, for he offended 
you too," 

"You may sit where you like, my sergeant-major," 
Giulia replied ; " I shall not be offended." 

" But I should not sit on the counter." 

" Sit where you wish," she repeated ; " I shall be 
satisfied." 

" Mfime sur vos genoux, mademoiselle," said the 
English corporal, with a smile. Giulia blushed, 
laughed, and shook her head. 

I may finish here about the Hessian. The story 
was told by him that I had committed an unprovoked 
assault When the commandant heard this, he sent 
for me. I told the truth, and my version of the affair 
was corroborated by Giulia and the corporal. The 
commandant would take no official notice of the affair, 
but he privately admonished me that it was very 
wrong to take off my belt and tunic. " You should not 
have undressed, even partially," he said, " in the presence 
of a lady and an inferior." But he gave me no blame 
for the beating I gave the Hessian. 

Here I must explain the military meaning of being 
undressed. If a man is on duty and wearing a belt 
and bayonet, he is undressed if he takes them off. 
Should he be supposed to wear white trousers and 
white gaiters, he is undressed if he wears red trousers 
with black leggings. So one can understand that, 
when the commandant admonished me for being 
undressed in the presence of Giulia and the corporal, 
he referred quite as much to the taking off of my belt 
and bayonet as he did to the taking off of my coat. 
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Soldiers have to be very particular about their clothing 
and equipments ; this is quite right, as it tends to good 
discipline and order 

When the canteen closed for the evening Giulia and 
I smoked our cigarettes as usual, while I sipped my 
glass of wine. We were rather silent, for I was think- 
ing of the quarrel and its probable consequences ; what 
Giulia thought of I cannot tell. At last I finished my 
cigarette, carefully extinguished the end for fear of 
fire, and drained my glass. I rose to go. Instead of 
shaking hands with me across the counter — for she 
had been sitting inside all the time, whilst I occupied 
a seat outside — Giulia came round to where I was 
and for the first time asked me what I thought would 
happen. 

" Oh, nothing, nothing," I replied ; " what can happen ? 
I had to do as I did ; I surely could not allow any man 
to misconduct himself here ? " 

" Yes, yes ; but you took off your belt and tunic." 

** Oh, that will never be mentioned ; why should the 
scoundrel talk of that ? " 

'* Yes ; but he will talk of it, and there will be trouble 
— trouble for you on my account." 

"Well, if there is to be trouble for me I shall not 
mind it, since it will be on your account; were it on 
account of any other I should be vexed." 

" But you may lose your rank," she insisted. 

" I shall not mind, so long as they leave me on duty 
in the canteen." 

"But they may not leave you here; another may 
come." 

"That is true," I answered, "and that is the only 
thing I am afraid of." 

" You would like to stay here with me ? " said Giulia, 
blushing as she spoke. 

"Always, always with you," I replied, and, putting 
my kepi on the counter, I took her in my arms and 
kissed her full upon the lips. 
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Then we forgot all about the Hessian and thought 
only about ourselves. I have no mind to write all about 
our love story ; people who have loved will understand, 
and those poor wretches who have never known what 
it is to love passionately and to be as passionately 
loved could never comprehend, were I to write till 
Doomsday about Giulia and myself. 

At last the time came for parting. Giulia told me 
that she should not sleep for thinking of what might 
happen as a result of the quarrel, but I succeeded in 
calming her fears. "Trust me," I told her; "I took 
the wisest course, though I did not think of that at 
the time. If I had allowed the rascal to go away 
unpunished, the commandant would call me a coward 
and say that I was unworthy to wear the military 
medal, and all the officers and men would agree with 
him. Now the worst that can be said is that I lost 
my temper and forgot my rank. Even that too will 
be pardoned, since they will easily see that I could 
not allow myself to be insulted in your presence with- 
out taking instant vengeance for the affront." She 
grew more composed as I spoke, and I felt more at 
ease; in comforting Giulia I comforted myself. 

I did not get the message that the commandant 
wished to see me until about three o'clock in the after- 
noon of the next day. All the morning I had enough 
to do to prevent Giulia from breaking down ; her eyes 
showed that she had spent a restless night, a night of 
tears, but as the morning wore on she almost forgot 
her anxiety in my cheering words and more than 
cheering kisses. When a sergeant told me that I was 
wanted at the officers' quarters Giulia broke down 
completely. I kissed her once more, bade her be of 
good courage, and gave her over to the sergeant's 
wife, whose kindness and tender sympathy were of 
inestimable value to us both. The sergeant's wife was 
a good woman and deserved a better fate than that 
which was her lot afterwards ; but then, what will you ? 
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It is only the good who suffer in this world; the 
bad are always to be found at the top of the 
wheel. 

Well, the commandant received me as I have already 
told, and after a kind admonition — ^how kind these 
officers that men fear so much can be when they 
like ! — sent me away. I saluted, turned, walked a pace 
or two, and then set off running at the top of my speed 
to the canteen. I burst in the door, ran up the stairs, 
taking three steps at a time, and bounded with a loud 
cry of joy into the room where Giulia was weeping. 
I could say nothing, nothing intelligible at all events, 
but Giulia understood. So did the sergeant's wife, for 
she discreetly went away and left us to ourselves and 
our happiness. 

Things went on badly for the Hessian. He was 
always an ill-liked comrade, but this last affair was too 
bad indeed. All sympathised with Giulia and myself, 
and the sympathy was not merely on account of the 
chance a man had of getting tobacco and a glass of 
spirits when his pockets were empty. Oh no ; the 
legionaries were glad that they could get a little credit, 
but then they always paid — ^that is, all paid except the 
poor devils whose money was stopped for some reason 
or other — ^and they were pleased with the canteen, 
pleased with Giulia, who had been born in the bat- 
talion, and I think they were not discontented on 
account of my position, for was not I a legionary like 
themselves? So the Hessian was not spoken to, or 
only spoken to to be cursed ; if he replied he was 
beaten ; if he complained, there were plenty to prove 
that he was a bad comrade and that it was impossible 
to soldier with him, and, unfortunately for himself, he 
had been known as an unsociable fellow for a long 
time. The end was that he volunteered for Tonquin, 
where there were some of ours still, and his captain 
was by no means sorry to be rid of him, for one can 
never know what may occur when a man is deservedly 
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unpopular in the Legion and has not grace or tact 
enough to get back to favour with his comrades. 

As for Giulia and me, life was idyllic. We did not 
mind the laughing jests of our comrades ; they never 
went too far. There was a leaven of the gentleman in 
the battalion, and this leaven leavened all the mass. 
Then the really bad ones were afraid ; the example of 
the Hessian was too fresh in their minds. But, indeed, 
all were kind and agreeable. That Giulia and I should 
be lovers had been obvious to all others long before we 
ourselves thought of being such to one another, and 
when the legionaries noticed that she lived for me 
alone, just as all my thoughts were alone hers, they kept 
their coarse jokes to themselves and were as polite to 
us as if we were far higher than they in social posi- 
tion. Some of the songs were not of a moral kind, 
but as the evening concert always took place outside 
the canteen Giulia was not supposed to hear, and, 
indeed, when she did hear she did not always under- 
stand. When she did comprehend she said nothing; 
one cannot be a canttniire in the Legion and a 
prude. 

At this time Giulia and I were always together. 
Certainly while the canteen was open I was outside 
the counter, often making one of a party of sergeants 
who came to drink in comrade-like fashion with one 
another ; at other times merely going around to see 
that there was no disorder — well, no more disorder and 
abandonment than are reasonable in a canteen where 
belts are off and tongues wag freely. I very seldom 
had any trouble, most of the legionaries kept within 
bounds, and those who felt disposed to give a loose 
rein to the desire of ardent spirits were prevented from 
doing so by a constant lack of money. Sometimes, 
however, when some Russian or Prussian or Austrian 
had received money from Europe there was a little 
danger of a free fight, and I, who had been in the 
encounter at Three Fountains, did not like these things. 



234 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

I had told Giulia about that trouble and she was just 
as concerned as I, but she was concerned for my safety 
and my rank, while I was anxious about her shop and 
herself. Any man can start a row — oh, it is quite easy, 
I assure you — but it is not every man that can stop 
one. Besides, I remembered how the huts were torn 
down at Three Fountains and the Russian's advice to 
the old soldier sutler : " Take your goods and madame 
away." The advice about madame seemed especially 
applicable to Giulia, and yet I knew she would stay by 
me, and it was my duty to stay by the canteen. 

One day the English corporal whom I have men- 
tioned came to the canteen and asked Giulia to take 
care of some money for him. Giulia refused point- 
blank, but said that he might speak to me. When I 
learned what he wished me to do I at once saw the 
reasonableness of the request, inasmuch as no man 
would like to keep so large a sum of money as the 
corporal had in his own possession in a hut. The 
Englishman had just received from home a Bank of 
England note for ;£"ioo, and many a simple soldier 
would kill him for such a sum. But, one may object, 
how negociate such a billet in such a place? Oh, no 
one could do that except the owner, or someone like 
Giulia, who would change it for him in the regular way 
of business; but many a man was nearing the end of his 
five years' service, and a Bank of England note could 
be easily hidden for a time and in the end changed in 
Paris. One hundred pounds! — twenty-five hundred 
francs ! — why, it was a fortune. 

I said that I would take the note and give him a 
receipt for it, and that, as he drew money from Made- 
moiselle Julie, he could give receipts until the full 
amount was withdrawn. He thanked me, gave me the 
note, took a receipt, and immediately applied to Giulia in 
my presence for a hundred francs. She gave him the 
money at my request and he gave me an acknowledg- 
ment. That evening his squad was merry; he had 
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given them fifty francs to spend, the other fifty he 
spent with his brother corporals. 

On the following day he asked me about the stock 
in the canteen. I told him that there was not at the 
time enough to justify him in giving a spree to a section, 
but that in less than a week he could stand treat to the 
battalion if he liked. 

" Oh no ; not the battalion, only the company." 

" I understand," said I ; " I know that you cannot go 
outside your own company, but I spoke of the battalion 
merely to show you Mademoiselle Julie's resources." 

" I see," the corporal replied ; " well, tell me when you 
are ready, and my comrades shall enjoy an evening's 
carouse." 

Let me now tell about the money. Of course, it 
was Giulia's, not mine, and she kept it in her money box, 
which was snugly hidden in her own room in a place that 
no one knew of except ourselves. Even the sergeant's 
wife did not know it. She never entered Giulia's room 
except on invitation. Giulia herself kept the place as 
it ought to be, sweeping it, dusting the furniture, and 
having everything as neat and clean as it could be in 
a palace. Once a week she gave me the key. I went 
there with a couple of privates — of course, she then 
took the box away — the legionaries with me removed 
everything to another place and washed out the room 
and left it with windows and door open for a couple of 
hours. They then returned, replaced the furniture, got a 
couple of drinks, a couple of cigars and a franc, and went 
away satisfied. But this is mere domestic economy. 

Giulia also kept the receipt for the hundred francs. 
But, one will say, why not transact the business without 
troubling me ? Well, the amount was so large and the 
money was so strange that she wished me to settle 
everything for her, as I was, in her opinion, the one 
man in the world who knew everything and was always 
right. Again, she knew how much I prized her trust, 
and so was glad to pay me a delicate compliment. 
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Moreover, we were so closely united to each other now 
that it would seem to so gentle and confiding, yet high- 
spirited a girl as she was a breach of faith for her to 
engage in such a transaction without my knowledge 
and consent. Yet when I asked Giulia why she had 
not taken the money from the corporal at once, she 
only answered : " I don't know ; but I would not." 
Then she kissed me, and said : " I will never take any- 
thing, unless you know about it and are satisfied." 

What a sum of happiness the events, even the very 
words, of our lives made at this time t Ah, well ! the 
sum was soon to be added up, and the total not ex- 
ceeded, for ever. 

About five days after my last conversation with the 
English corporal the new stock arrived. It had cost 
altogether about two thousand francs, and we — that 
is, Guilia and I — were sure to make at least five or 
six hundred francs profit. When we ordered the stuff 
we expected that it would last for some time, but 
now, knowing the corporal's resources and intention, 
we settled that it would all be sold within a week. 
We were not disappointed ; in fact, the day after it 
arrived we had to send an order for a similar quantity 
to our agent at Oran. 

" I see that the new goods have arrived," said the 
Englishman to me as I met him on the parade-ground. 

" Yes," I replied. " I have been looking for you. 
If you tell me now how much you want I can get it, 
and you can write out the receipt." 

" Thanks, my sergeant-major ; but you are a man 
of experience in these things. You were at Three 
Fountains; is it not so?" 

" Yes," I answered, laughing. 

" Then will you tell me how much I ought to have 
for the entertainment of my company?" 

" Oh, five hundred francs will do well, but seven or 
eight hundred will really be a generous amount to 
spend." 
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" Let me be very generous then ; get me a thousand." 

^^Yery well ; but remember there will be change left 
Let your squad understand that they will have the 
spending of that, so shall you have sentries guarding 
your sleep." 

" You are right, my sergeant-major, you are right ; 
I am obliged to you for the hint. Will not Made- 
moiselle Julie give us a glass of wine, so that we may 
clink our glasses together?" 

" Oh, certainly. Nobody amongst the officers troubles 
about the canteen. One can generally get a glass of 
eau-de-vie or vin ordinaire at any reasonable hour. The 
commandant knows that no man is given more than 
he can safely bear, and what is the use of being strict 
in such a place as this ? " 

The corporal knew this. If a man wanted a drink 
at any hour when the canteen was supposed to be shut, 
he could speak to me and I could get it for him. He 
did not, however, enter the canteen ; he had to take 
it, and that quickly, at a window at the back. As a 
rule, men only wanted a glass of brandy in the morning 
— about half-a-dozen at most ; these were the men who 
had had too much drink the evening before and who 
possessed or borrowed the necessary coppers in the 
morning. 

As the English corporal and I took our drinks to- 
gether at the little window, I told him the true story 
of Three Fountains. Giulia listened with interest, 
though she had heard all about it before. Once I 
asked her to refill the glasses. She said : " Do not 
continue until I return ; I wish to hear it all again." 
Of course, I waited for ber return and then proceeded 
with my tale. When I had finished, I said that I hoped 
there would not be any such work here. 

" Oh no," replied the corporal ; " not if I can help it." 

" You must not make them drunk," said Giulia. 

" No, no, Madame Julie ; I give you my word of 
honour." 
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It was the first time that she had been addressed as 
madame. She blushed a rosy red, turned her head 

aside for a moment, and gave me one swift glance of 

Oh, I knew well what it meant and how it pleased me, 
but I will say no more. The corporal was a gentleman 
and went away at once. He finished his drink, raised 
his kepi, and said adieu. 

There was a good deal of boisterous mirth that 
evening at the canteen and around it A couple of 
men did strike each other, but before any serious 
damage was done, I had both under guard and on the 
road to the guard-room. The rest took the hint; 
they saw that fighting meant loss of the drink and fun 
of the evening, and a night in the guard-room and 
punishment in the morning. A few men who were 
evidently overcome, or nearly so, by the effects of the 
liquor were carried away to bed by their comrades, and, 
taken all in all, the evening passed away satisfac- 
torily. Next morning, however, nearly a hundred men 
turned up for eau-de-vie^ and all had money. The 
corporal had been judiciously generous ; everyone was 
pleased. 

The Englishman gave one more spree, three nights 
after, to his company, but this second one did not cost 
him more than four hundred francs. Then he spent 
two hundred francs one evening with his section ; 
what was left was kept for his squad. In acting as 
he did he followed the custom of the Legion, but 
I have already said enough about that. 

As he was drawing the last fifty francs I said to him 
in Giulia's presence. 

" Monsieur le caporal, you have spent your money as 
it should be spent, but it may be a long time until you 
are rich again. Do not hesitate if you want a litre of 
wine or some brandy or tobacco and have no money. 
There has been a great profit in a short time ; when- 
ever you feel inclined come and have your share 
of it" 
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"Yes," said GiuHa; "you will be always welcome, 
whether your pockets are full or empty." 

" I thank you both," the Englishman replied, " and I 
like and respect you too much not to take advantage 
now and then of your generous offer." 

" Come as often as you like," I said ; " you will always 
find a welcome, and that not merely on account of the 
profit" 

" Yes," said Giulia ; " that is true." 

" I will come," the corporal answered, " but not very 
often ; such a welcome is too good to be worn out." He 
lifted his kepi to Giulia, bowed, and went away. 

He did not come very often without money, only now 
and then, as he had said, but, you see, he was very 
proud. 



CHAPTER XIX 

COON afterwards some important changes took place 
in the battalion. We were ordered to prepare a draft 
of four hundred officers and men for the East, and in 
lieu of these we received a corresponding number of re- 
cruits and veterans sent home. The changes in the 
officers were many, for, in addition to those who went 
as a matter of course with the draft, others volunteered 
for foreign service and were accepted. As far as I 
was concerned, the officer most to be regretted was the 
adjutant. The man who went was always kind and had 
ever a pleasant word for Giulia and for me; the one 
who replaced him was destined to be our greatest 
enemy. We could not guess this at the time, and 
naturally thought that all things would go on as usual, 
but it was not long before we were cruelly undeceived. 

The new adjutant was a stout, thick-set man of about 
thirty-five years. He had seen a good deal of service 
both in Algeria and Tonquin, and was undoubtedly 
a very smart soldier and a most capable man for per- 
forming the duties of his rank. That is all one can say 
in his favour. He was harsh, even tyrannical ; he never 
spared a man's feelings, and his tongue could cut like 
a whip-lash. All the legionaries, from sergeant-major 
down to simple soldier, feared and hated him ; before 
he had been in the battalion a fortnight we, who had 
been the most joyous and careless fellows on earth, 
every man pleased with himself and with his comrades, 
became the most sullen and dogged lot in the world. 
There was just as much drinking as ever, but the 
singing, the camaraderie^ the easy give-and-take feeling 
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that used to prevail, were all gone. Moreover, the men 
drank more brandy and less wine, and, as I pointed this 
out to Giulia, I said : 

" Carissima, there will be bad work soon ; somebody's 
blood will flow, and then there will be an execution/* 

She shuddered as she replied : '* How I wish that 
that bad man were sent away! Before he came we 
were all happy, now I, even I, am gloomy and troubled ; 
I am oppressed by some foreboding that I cannot 
understand." 

I could enter into her feelings, for I too had anxious 
thoughts, not for Giulia or myself, indeed, but for the 
other legionaries. I felt that an outbreak of some kind 
would occur, but the chief trouble was to persuade 
myself that it would be merely a rash act on the part 
of one man, who would free all from tyranny and take 
the punishment by himself, but as the days wore on 
I, who knew the Legion by heart, could see that there 
was a far greater chance of a number of men being 
concerned in the AneuU. One thing delayed action, 
the newcomers and the rest had not sufficiently fratern- 
ised — four hundred strangers are too many for any 
battalion to assimilate quickly. 

One morning half-a-dozen men were having a nip of 
brandy each at a* little window at the back of the 
canteen ; I was standing a little apart, and Giulia was 
passing out the glasses. Suddenly the new adjutant 
came roimd the corner and sternly asked the meaning 
of giving out drink at such an hour. Nobody could 
reply. We all knew that the commandant winked at 
the business, we all knew too that the canteen should 
not be open at that time, but then no harm had ever 
come of it, no man ever got more that one petite verre, 
and surely that would ratifler help a man than hurt him 
if he wanted it. But how could I, the one chiefly ad« 
dressed, say all that ? Oh no ; I had to be silent and 
take my abuse as best I could, and truly the adjutant 
was abusive. He was still speaking like a brute when 
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Giulia, with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, broke 
in, and said : 

'' The sergeant-major has nothing to do with it, it is 
I alone who am to blame." 

The adjutant saluted her politely and replied that he 
understood that I was in military charge of the canteen, 
but, even had I nothing to do with it, I was acting in 
a most disgraceful fashion when I allowed these pigs 
to get drunk so early in the morning. 

"The soldiers are not pigs," answered Giulia, "and 
they are not drunk ; no man ever gets more than a 
petite verre at this hour." 

" Then it is usual to supply drink so soon," the 
scoundrel said ; " ah ! the commandant must hear of 
this." 

Then he took my belt and bayonet and sent me to 
my own room, to remain there under arrest ; as for the 
others, he merely wrote down their names and ordered 
them away. When they had gone — it was long after- 
wards that I learnt this — he tried to begin a conversa- 
tion with Giulia, but he had scarcely uttered an 
endearing word when she put down the window and 
walked away. She was right, and the scoundrel was 
wrong, but he made her and me suffer for it. 

Just as I was expecting my morning coffee, I heard 
a tap at the door, and cried " Come in." Giulia entered 
carrying a tray with coffee and rolls and butter. 
I took the tray from her and put it on the floor. 
There was no table, of course ; in a bachelor sergeant's 
room nothing, indeed, but the camp-bed and a shelf 
or two for my equipments. Then I kissed her, and 
said : 

" You spoke bravely this morning ; I am glad of it 
I should like to say what you said, but they would 
punish me." 

" Are you pleased ? " she asked. 

"Yes, carissima mia; and all the battalion will be 
pleased when they hear about it" 
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"I do not care about the battalion if you are 
content." 

" Yes, yes, ma belle ; I am very content Is he not 
a rascal?" 

" Oh," said Giulia, " I hate him ; all the trouble comes 
from him ; somebody must kill him or we shall never 
again have peace." 

" Somebody will kill him," I answered ; " you may rest 
assured of that" 

" But not you, not you," she cried ; " promise me, not 
you." 

" Certainly not," I replied ; " why should I kill him 
when there are so many others who have more griev- 
ances than I ? Moreover, I have no desire to be shot ; 
I am too happy here with you to wish to leave you. 
Heaven for me is here." 

She was satisfied with this, and insisted on my tasting 
the coffee. 

" Is it nice ? " she asked. 

I smiled, and said that it was very nice. 

" Does it taste well ? " 

" Oh yes ; I never drank any coffee I liked so well." 

The truth is, Giulia had put a glass of eau-de-vie into 
th^offee, and I felt that I wanted it after the scene 
in the morning. How kind, how thoughtful she was! 
I told her so over and over again before she left, and 
when she did go, she said with a pretty way of com- 
mand that she had : 

" Expect me in an hour, and do not lose your temper 
with anyone until I come back ; there is trouble 
enough already." 

I promised and she went away. 

Giulia, as she had promised, came back in an hour. 
She brought me a little wine, for she knew that very 
soon I should be in front of the commandant, and a 
glass of wine does summon up one's courage. A glass 
of wine before an interview, a glass of brandy before 
a battle — that is sound sense. Very soon a couple of 
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soldiers of my own rank came for me. I gave them 
the remainder of the liquor, and they were very 
pleased. 

" I hope you won't get into serious trouble," said the 
Alsatian. 

** Not at all," chimed in the Spaniard ; " he'll get off, 
but there must be no more drinking out of hours." 

"I will take care of that," said Giulia; "will you tell 
your companies?" They promised to do so, and we 
three went away, I in the centre without belt or bayonet, 
and Giulia followed, after locking the door of my room. 
When we came before the commandant one of the 
escort took off my kepi. The adjutant was present, 
looking as stiff and unimpressionable as a block of 
wood. When the accusation was read out I was asked 
if I had anything to say. I replied that I had not. 
The commandant considered and considered and con- 
sidered. He walked up and down for a few moments, 
then stood still for a second or two, and resumed his 
walk. After about five minutes he said : 

" You are young, you have the military medal ; I do 
not like to punish you." Here the adjutant interposed 
and asked permission to make a statement. When 
this was granted, he raked up the whole story of the 
quarrel at Three Fountains, as if everyone did not 
know about it. He laid stress upon the fact that I 
had been one of the ringleaders in that affair, and 
ended by asking was such an one as I fit to look after 
a canteen. Then the commandant said : 

"When you came first to the battalion there was a 
sergeant-major in every company, and I could not find 
a place for you. Most commandants would have made 
you simple sergeant of a section. Will you now con- 
sent to give up one chevron and become sei^eant? If 
you do, I will say no more about this affair." I jumped 
at the offer, the more readily as nothing was said about 
taking me from the society of Giulia. 

"Very well," said the commandant; "present your- 
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self here to-morrow morning with only one chevron on 
your sleeve.'* 

My kepi, belt and bayonet were returned to me. 
Having put them on, I saluted and walked away a 
free man again. 

Giulia was waiting for me a short distance off. I 
told her all about the matter as we walked towards 
my quarters. When we arrived there I said : 
" Get your scissors and cut off the chevron." 
" No, no," she cried ; " I will never cut it off." 
" Then give me your scissors and I will do it." 
But she would not give her scissors for that purpose. 
So I had to take off my tunic, and with the point of 
a little Spanish knife which I used for cutting tobacco 
— these Spanish knives are very handy little things, 
for one cannot always wear a bayonet, and one never 
knows how trouble may arise — I ripped the upper 
chevron from my sleeve. I laid it on my camp-bed. 
Giulia took it, kissed it, and put it in her bosom. 

" I would not cut it off," she said, " but I will sew 
it on again, when the time comes." That time never 
came. 

Giulia went away to see about some things in the 
canteen. In less than five minutes she was back again, 
looking as angry as a tigress at bay. When she grew 
a little composed, she told me that the sergeant who 
stayed with his wife in the room over the bar had 
been appointed to the charge of the place and that 
I was to be assigned to his section in No. 4 Company 
in the morning. This was most unpleasant news, but 
I comforted her by saying that it really made no 
difference, except that I could not now go to see her 
at the canteen except during the hours when it was 
open, but that I should do my best to see her as often 
as possible outside duty hours. " They cannot separate 
us anyway," I said ; ** you are all in all to me and I 
am all in all to you." So she relieved her sorrow by 
a good cry, and then sat, quite quiet, on my lap. After 
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all, the great thing was that nobody could part us 
altogether. 

Next morning things turned out as Giulia had said. 
I was posted for duty to the first section of No, 4 
Company instead of the sergeant whose wife had given 
shelter and protection to Giulia after her mother's death, 
and he was assigned to look after the canteen. I very 
soon fell into the routine duties of a sergeant The 
section was handed over to me in first-class order and 
temperament save for one thing — the soldiers were 
discontented with the tyranny of the adjutant. This 
did not affect me much, as they were more or less 
inclined to look upon me as a martyr, and my reduc- 
tion in rank was a fresh source of ill-humour, showing, 
as it did, another proof of the mischievous malevolence 
of the adjutant. I took, or pretended to take, the 
matter easily. I did my duty as it should be done 
during what one may call business hours, but when 
the work of the day was over I was good com- 
rade to all. It was lucky that I made so many 
friends at the time ; I wanted them — every one — very 
soon. 

While I was acting as sergeant, the adjutant made 
several attempts to get into the good graces of Giulia, 
but she repulsed him on every occasion. At last he 
asked her point-blank why she would not even ac- 
knowledge his salute, and she told him bluntly that she 
disliked him and that she wished him in Tonquin or 
in his grave — anywhere, so long as he was out of the 
battalion. Now Giulia was passionate even for an 
Italian, and as she spoke she raised her voice, un- 
thinkingly, indeed, and some soldiers going with a 
corporal to relieve the sentries heard what she said 
as they passed by. The adjutant saw that they heard ; 
he knew that he was hated by all, and he felt that in 
a couple of hours the whole battalion would be secretly 
enjoying his rebuff. With a curse he turned on his 
heel. Afterwards he neglected Giulia but paid more 
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than enough of attention to me. He cursed me openly 
on parade, he found fault with every man in my section, 
not a buckle was bright, not a strap was clean, tfie great- 
coats were badly folded, the bayonets were dull and the 
rifles were foul. In short, every fault that a man can find 
was found by him, but, be it well understood, only in 
the absence of the captain and other officers of the 
company. When the adjutant had charge of the 
parade and the sergeants commanded the companies, 
then the men of my section knew that a bad quarter 
of an hour awaited them. The other legionaries noted 
this too. They were glad, because it was qiiite obvious 
now that the majority of the battalion might endure 
the adjutant's harshness patiently, for were not the 
men of No. i section of No. 4 Company the really 
aggrieved ones? It was tacitly understood in the 
battalion that the avenger would come from us. 

All this time Giulia and I met every afternoon just 
before the opening of the canteen, and afterwards for 
ten minutes or so when the canteen was closed for 
the day. While the place was open I was always to 
be found there, unless I was on g^ard or had some 
duty to perform that kept me away. The other ser- 
geants had easy lives. Every extra piece of work 
was passed on to me by the adjutant, and let me say 
here that the adjutant is the worst enemy a sub-officer 
can have. It's bad to be disliked by the commandant, 
because he will block promotion ; the captain's enmity 
is hard to bear, because he can snarl three or four 
times a day*; but the adjutant can play the very devil 
with a man in a thousand ways. Imagine asking a 
man who has made a slight mistake in making out 
the orders of the day : 

" Can you read and write ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Well," comes the reply before more than a hundred 
soldiers, "take care in future to read and write cor- 
rectly. Go back to your place, you stupid pig." 
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And as the man departs he is suddenly ordered to 
halt and face right-about, and then asked: 

" Who promoted you sergeant ? " And before he has 
time to answer, the remark is made, loudly enough to be 
over all the parade : 

"There is not a man in the camp less fitted to 
wear the gold chevron than you. To your place, 
rascal ! " 

If Giulia happened to be passing through the parade 
ground it was worse. The abuse I received — and re- 
member there is no redress in the Legion unless one 
settles matters for himself with an unexpected bullet 
or bayonet-thrust, and then there will be an execution — 
the abuse, I say, that I received made my blood often 
almost boil with rage. I could not have endured it 
but for the sweet company of Giulia ; with her in the 
evening I forgot the wrongs and insults of the day. 
Truly there is no solace for a troubled spirit like the 
society of the loving and beloved one ; her sweet sym- 
pathy more than makes up for all. 

The sergeant of No. 2 section of my Company was 
a German Pole, a good-humoured fellow, ready for any 
fun, except when the adjutant's eyes were fixed upon 
him, but withal a good soldier. His time was nearly 
up, and he meant to go to Paris, and there make a 
living somehow, when he should be at last done with 
the Foreign Legion. He and I were on very friendly 
terms, and, indeed, I was oftener with him than with 
any other sergeant of the corps. One evening — it was 
almost his last evening with us — he drank more than 
was good for him, and awoke in the morning with a 
headache and a sick stomach. I saw that he could 
not drink his morning coffee, and asked him if he 
would not like a glass of eau-de-vie. 

"Yes," he replied; "but one cannot get that now, 
this cursed adjutant has spoiled all." 

" Never mind," I answered, " I will get it for you." 

"Take care, my comrade, you will get into more 
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trouble, and are not things bad enough with you 
already ? " 

" So bad," I said, " that they cannot be worse." And 
I took my kepi and sallied forth. As luck would have 
it Giulia was sitting at the open window of her bed- 
room, and when I beckoned to her she came out on 
the cantonment square to meet me. I told her that 
a poor devil was ill and wanted some brandy. 

"All right," she said, "I will get some and give it 
to you lit your own quarters." 

I returned, told the Pole that he should soon receive 
some medicine, and waited for Giulia at the door. 
Now either the adjutant must have observed all this, 
or some scoundrel must have told him about it, for 
just as I turned into the bachelor sergeants' quarters 
with the drink and Giulia went away again towards 
the canteen, the adjutant came running up. at the 
top of his speed, crying out : " Halt, halt, sergeant ; 
what have you got there?" I was forced to deliver 
up the little flask. He uncorked it, smelled, and said : 

" Very well, very well, consider yourself a prisoner. 
Ah, Mademoiselle Giulia," he went on, "what excuse 
can your lover make now?" 

" Go away, Giulia," I said. 

" Silence ; to your room, rascal ! " roared the angry 
adjutant. 

" Good-bye, ' my well-beloved," said Giulia. "Out 
of my way, pig" (this to the adjutant). And she 
walked across the square with the air and tread of 
an empress. 

The adjutant gnashed his teeth and bit his moustache 
with rage ; he hissed rather than said to me : 

" You, rascal, shall pay for this, and this payment, 
understand well, is only the first; others are sure to 
come afterwards." I turned on my heel and entered 
my apartment 

The Pole was very sorry, and would, I believe, have 
told about his part in the affair, but I pointed out, as 
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others also did, that there was no 'use in his getting 
into trouble, as by so doing he could not help me in 
the least Everyone saw quite plainly that I should 
certainly be reduced to the rank of corporal, if not 
lower, and all were, or professed to be, sorry for my 
misfortune. To cut the tale short, I may as well say 
at once that I got my choice of resigning my position 
as sergeant of a section and becoming a mere corporal 
of a squad or of going before a court-martial. Of 
course I resigned, for the offence of obtaining liquor 
at a wrong hour after the previous warning could not 
be overlooked, and, as likely as not, a court-martial 
might send me back to the ranks, a thing I had no 
desire for. The first time I passed the adjutant with 
the two red chevrons on my sleeve instead of the 
single gold one he smiled with an unholy joy, biit 
the smile changed to a scowl as he saw the kiss of 
welcome that I received from Giulia at the door of 
the canteen. 

It was well for all the other squads in the section 
that I was reduced. They were now treated not worse, 
certainly, than the rest of the legionaries, but my little 
squad of sixteen men had to bear the brunt of the 
adjutant's anger. I was very concerned at this, and 
told Giulia. She — clever and good girl — at once found 
out a means of in part compensating them, but she did 
not tell me, and she strictly warned them not to tell me 
either. They — poor devils — were only too glad to keep 
her counsel, and it was by a mere accident that I learned 
the truth afterwards. Her plan was this : She told the 
men of my squad that they could come to the canteen 
with or without money and that they need not be afraid 
of a refusal on her part to supply them, as far as they 
could reasonably expect, with drink and tobacco. Now 
a legionary will stand a good deal of abuse during the 
day if he knows that brandy and other comforts await 
him for nothing in the evening ; and, moreover, it was 
evident to all that no one was especially aimed at except 
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me, and that, when No. 7, let us say, of the squad was 
told that he was a dirty pig, he was merely getting the 
benefit of remarks that were really meant for me. When 
the adjutant had done abusing the men one by one he 
gathered, as it were, all the abuse together and hurled 
it at my head, and often those rough legionaries, smart- 
ing as they were under their own vexations, used to feel 
for me more than for themselves. I said to them one 
day after the devil had left the hut, where he had 
kicked about our equipments, swearing that we did not 
know the meaning of good order, that I would never 
report any man for anything : " No matter how bad we 
may be," I continued, "we are abused and sworn at. 
We are all punished for the evil we do and the evil that 
we don't even think of." 

"I hope," said a simple soldier, a Sicilian, " that the 
devil will be dead soon." 

He looked significantly at me, and then at the others, 
but, as I said nothing, the implied proposal went by the 
board. But we all began to think seriously from that 
day forth. 

Many a stolen interview I had with Giulia when all 
in the cantonments were asleep. I could rarely see her 
now, for the adjutant found me plenty of work for my 
leisure time, and I took care to be in the hut every 
evening lest there should be a fight amongst the com- 
rades of the squad. One must not imagine that they 
were bad comrades to one another. On the contrary, 
they were very good indeed, but when men are angry 
at being abused and sworn at without cause and without 
mercy they will easily quarrel among themselves. So I 
watched the squad carefully, and more than once stopped 
a dispute that might have suddenly led to a general 
fight, and very soon the simple soldiers saw that I was 
taking care of them for their sakes as well as for my 
own. At first they were inclined to resent this, but 
common-sense prevailed, and they acknowledged — tacitly 
only, of course — that I was in the right. 
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One night about twelve o'clock I was speaking to 
Giulia at the little window at the back of the canteen. 
We had been talking for half-an-hour of various matters 
and the time had passed quickly for both. I was about 
kissing her good-night when I heard a step behind me. 
In a second I was out of Giulia's arms and had faced 
about Instinctively my hand sought my left side, 
where the bayonet was. 

"Who is there?" said the well-known voice of the 
adjutant. 

" Caporal Le Poer de la quatri^me compagnie, mon- 
sieur," I replied. 

" What are you doing here ? Why are you not with 
your squad ? Who is in charge at the hut ? " 

I said nothing, for I had nothing to say. I almost 
felt the chevrons take flight from my arm. I had 
sense enough, however, to take my hand from the hilt 
of the bayonet. Things were bad enough as they 
were. 

The adjutant marched me to where a sentinel was on 
duty. He gave me in charge to this man and went to 
the guard-hut. Very soon a corporal and two men 
of the guard arrived, and I was taken to the prisoners* 
quarters, to rest as well as I could on a plank bed until 
morning. When I was brought before the commandant 
the charges were read out against me of having been 
absent without leave or necessity from the hut where 
my squad lay, of having left no one in charge while I 
was away, and of going to the canteen in the middle of 
the night. The commandant looked very serious, and, 
I daresay, so did I. What I had done was good to do, 
but bad to be charged with doing. Any other officer 
coming upon me as the adjutant had come would have 
passed on and not minded ; even the commandant, I 
am sure, would pretend not to see. But when the 
charge was made and its truth admitted, then discipline 
compelled that proper notice should be taken of it. I 
was not sent before a court-martial. I was permitted 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 253 

to resign both chevrons, and so I went back to my 
company a simple soldier of the second class. 

I said to Giulia as we talked that evening at the end 
of the counter in the canteen — the other legionaries, I 
must mention, were decent enough to keep out of ear- 
shot — that I should be very careful now, as I had no 
more chevrons to lose, and an ugly punishment was 
sure to follow the next charge. " But for you, carissima," 
I went on, " I should volunteer again for Tonquin."^ 
Giulia at this began to weep quietly, but I soon reassured 
her. I told her that I would never go anywhere willingly 
unless she came with me, and then she quickly dried 
her tears. 

" You must take good care, Jean, of everything, and 
above all things, you must never allow yourself to lose 
your temper. Yes," she continued, " no matter what is 
said to you, no matter how hard it may be to bear, 
control yourself and all will be well. Come every 
evening, and I will comfort you for all the troubles 
and insults of the day." 

I promised faithfully to follow her advice, and though 
oftentimes it was hard to keep my temper, yet the 
remembrance of my promise and the thought that 
every minute that passed brought the time of our next 
meeting nearer made me feel, if not supremely happy, 
at least well content to endure with outward equanimity 
the curses, epithets and abuse that were my daily lot. 
I had one other consoling thought, some day surely 
the devil would be struck down by an irritated man, 
and he would in all probability be taken away in the 
midst of his sins. That was the constant prayer of the 
legionaries of the battalion. May he die, and die soon, 
and may he go safely home to his father, who is in hell. 

Now that I was as low as I could be in the Legion, 
the adjutant, sergeants and corporals led me a terrible 
life. There was no work too hard or too dirty for 
me ; I did twice as much camp-cleaning as any other ; 
my spare time was encroached upon ; and I found myself 
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almost every night a prisoner in the guard-house. The 
adjutant had the right of making me what one may 
call a prisoner at large for a week, and longer, at a time. 
All he had to do was to pretend to find fault with me 
for laziness, though I was an active soldier; for dirt, 
though I was a clean one; for carelessness, though I, 
for my own sake as well as for Giulia's, was the most 
careful soldier in the battalion. Then, when all the 
day's duties were over I could not go, as others wesnt, 
to the canteen. I had to report myself at the guard- 
room and enter the prisoners' quarters, where I might 
stretch myself on the plank bed in the clothes which 
I had worn all the day, until the call went next morning 
to summon me to another dreary round of hard work 
and hurtful words. No one must wonder that the 
sergeants and corporals ill-treated me ; the adjutant 
would have ill-treated them, if they had shown me any 
signs of favour or even of fair-play. Moreover, it's 
the way of the world to kick the man that's down, and 
human nature is the same in the Legion as elsewhere. 

I should have become quite reckless but for the 
love and kindly sympathy of GiuHa. With her I almost 
forgot my sorrows, and the firm assurance I had that 
noting could lower me in her eyes, and that no man 
in all the world could steal her heart from me, was 
my^ great safeguard in the moments, and they were 
many, of temptation. The rest of the legionaries 
watched with interest the conduct of the adjutant ; they 
felt that some time or other the crisis would arrive ; it 
was agreed on all sides that I was the predestined 
avenger. 



CHAPTER XX 

T^HOUGH I did my best to keep out of trouble, 
still I could not help now and then breaking the 
regulations. Other soldiers broke them far oftener 
than I, but I knew quite well^ that the sergeants and 
corporals were all watching me in order to bring me 
up before the commandant on some charge or other, 
and so curry favour with the dreaded adjutant. Now 
it would not be fair to blame them for this, every sub- 
officer naturally preferred that the simple soldier should 
get into trouble rather than himself; and, moreover, 
the man who could get me punishment was sure to 
be left alone by the tyrant of the battalion. I certainly 
felt a bit sore about it at times, and Giulia, to whom 
I communicated my suspicions, was very angry indeed. 
The first serious affair in which I was involved, as 
a simple soldier, occurred one evening in the hut where 
my squad lay. I was not a prisoner at large at the time, 
and so had not to go to the guard-hut, report myself for 
the night, and then take up my quarters in the cells 
where the prisoners were kept under guard. As I sat 
on the edge of my bed-cot, smoking and thinking, an 
Austrian came in, evidently under the influence of drink. 
This man was as pleasant a companion as one could 
wish for when sober, but when drunk — he was not 
often so, I must confess — ^his disposition underwent a 
change; he became violent, abusive and quarrelsome. 
The first person he laid eyes on when he passed the 
door was myself, and towards me he accordingly 
staggered. I cannot recall what he said first, but I 
know that I was angry and returned a very sharp 
answer. He then began to curse and revile me, and 

*55 
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I am afraid that my language in reply was as '' frequent 
and painful and free" as his. The corporal of the 
squad came in as we were warming to our work and 
saw how matters were going. He left the hut at once, 
and, mean hound that he was, listened just outside the 
door. Very soon he returned, and, ordering some other 
soldiers to arrest us, marched us both to the guard hut, 
and left us there for the night in charge of ^the sergeant 
of the guard. In the morning the Austrian, who had 
slept off the effects of the drink, was very sorry. 
I told him that it was a pity he had not fallen out 
with someone else, as I was certain to get a heavy 
sentence. 

"You know," I went on, "the corporal will put the 
affair in as bad a light as possible for me, because by 
doing so he will have the adjutant as his good friend ; 
and, besides, I have been up before the commandant 
so often of late and have been reduced in rank so much 
that he will consider me a soldier of very bad character 
and will punish me as such. In any case you are a 
soldier of the first class, and at most he can only take 
away your chevron." 

"That is true, my comrade; I am very sorry, that 
cursed brandy made a fool of me." 

" Well, it can't be helped now," I said ; " I bear no 
malice." 

"Thanks, my friend, thanks," the Austrian replied; 
"but Mademoiselle Julie, she will nevef forgive me." 

"So much the better," I told him; "then you will 
get no more brandy, and so will keep out of prison." 
He sighed heavily and said no more : I could see 
that he was really sorry at last 

At the usual hour all the prisoners made their ap- 
pearance before the commandant. The Austrian and 
I were the last to be tried, and we could see that our 
judge was in bad humour that morning and unsparing 
of abuse and punishment alike. When our turn came 
we presented ourselves before him, bareheaded, without 
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belts, and guarded by an armed escort. When the 
charge had been read out the corporal and some men 
gave evidence in support of it, and we were asked, the 
Austrian first, as he was a soldier of the first class, what 
we had to say in reply. Neither could say anything, 
and truly, unless we had a very good defence indeed, 
it was best to say nothing, for the commandant, a good 
man in many ways, was very short-tempered, and was 
evidently in a rage that morning. The Austrian was 
condemned to lose his chevron, and then the officer 
turned to deal with me. ^ 

"You have been here often of late," he said, very 
mildly to all appearance, but I knew what that sudden 
mildness meant. I said nothing. 

" Can you not speak ? " he almost roared. 
" Yes, sir." 

" You have been here often, very often — too often ; 
is it not so?" 
" Yes, sir." 

" Do you think that I have nothing to do except to 
listen to complaints against you ? " Again he spoke 
very quietly. 
" No, sir." 

" Then why are you here almost every day ? " 
" I cannot avoid it, sir." 

"Well, well, it is necessary that you learn a lesson. 
Four hours en crapaudine. Remember, remember well, 
not to appear here again soon." 

Now I have already described this punishment, and 
have said something about its effects, as I heard about 
them from others, and as I saw men when they were 
put in it, but I was now for the first time to feel them 
for myself. The adjutant did a very mean thing, and 
many men who would not mind seeing me en crapaudine^ 
not through any dislike of me but simply because they 
were used to the sight of prisoners so placed, severely 
blamed him for it, and blamed him the more severely 
as they felt that this new system of punishment might 
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become the custom of the battalion. Everyone feared 
for himself, one may say. 

Now it was usual to keep a soldier sentenced to this 
discipline in the guard-hut until the great heat of the 
day had passed and then to put him in a certain portion 
of the parade-ground trussed up like a dead fowl. The 
adjutant, however, did not allow this to be done with 
me. He came down to the guard-hut a little before 
noon, had me taken from the cells to the place of 
punishment, and there, my ankles being fastened to- 
gether and my hands manacled behind my back, I was 
forced upon my knees, my body pressed back until the 
centres of both pairs of irons were joined as closely 
together as possible, and so every joint of my body 
put upon the rack. But this was not all. When I 
was safely en crapaudine the brute knocked my kepi 
off with his stick, and so I was left in a posture of 
agony, exposed with bare head to all the torturing rays 
of an African sun. Now one can understand why my 
comrades were indignant ; now one can see why they 
dreaded punishment in the noonday hours, for even if 
the kepi were left on a man's head, he would in all 
likelihood cast it off by his own struggles, and be sure, 
be very sure, that no one would dare to approach to re- 
place it. It was replaced for me, I grant, and replaced 
more than once, and other things were done that helped 
me in some sort to bear my punishment, but Giulia was 
not amenable to military law as we others were, and 
even the adjutant dared not fall out openly with her, 
for all Frenchmen, including even the commandant, 
naturally side with the woman in a quarrel, especially 
when the woman is figlia del reggimento, 

I was not long en crapaudine before I realised to 
the full the awful agony that men endure when they 
are truly and literally on the rack. Pains were quickly 
felt by me at the knees and at the ankles and at the 
wrists. My hands, forced backwards into an unnatural 
position, dragged heavily upon my neck, and the pain. 
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beginning there, travelled down gradually to the 
shoulder-joints, so that from neck to ankles there was 
not a joint without its share of torment Soon after- 
wards the small of my back became involved in the 
general dislocation, and then it seemed to me as if a 
heavy weight had been placed upon my abdomen and 
was squeezing the lower part of my body out of all 
proportion. Then a tight band, as it were, was fastened 
on my chest ; I seemed to feel my ribs crushed in upon 
my heart, my breath came and went quickly, and, to 
complete the agony, my forehead began to feel con- 
stricted, and shooting pains ran from temple to temple, 
as if some demon from the lower regions were thrust- 
ing and thrusting and thrusting again a red-hot knife 
through my brain. At this time I must have begun to 
cry out, or at least to groan, for I was suddenly aware 
of a rough hand grasping me by the head and another 
pulling down my underjaw, some hard substance was 
shoved into my mouth, and in spite of all the pain 
that I was enduring my senses for a moment came 
back fully to me. I knew that I was gagged and that 
the first part of my punishment was over, for men 
generally drift into insensibility when the gag is 
applied ; there will be an occasional lifting of the eye- 
lids, a spasmodic shaking of the head, and that is all. 

I learned afterwards that Giulia had replaced my 
kepi more than once, and had even bathed my temples 
and forehead with cold water, but she was not allowed 
to remove the gag, though she begged and prayed that 
it might be taken away. The adjutant had wisdom 
enough to keep away ; it was well known that Giulia, 
for her own protection in so strange a society, so remote 
too from civilisation, always carried a knife about her 
person, and very often a dainty little five-chambered re- 
volver that would certainly kill at near range. But for 
all that he saw that I was bound and gagged to the 
last minute of the four hours, and the sergeant of the 
guard, as well as the sentry who stood near, knew 
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very well the consequences of yielding to Giulia^s 
prayers and entreaties. 

" Oh no ; anything in reason, Mademoiselle Julie ; but 
you know as well as a vieux soldat that we cannot dis- 
obey our orders. Disobedience on our part would 
injure us and not save your lover in the least." 

Giulia understood, and could only weep and pray 
that the time might fly with eagle wings. Alas! for 
her, even more than for me, time, had only leaden 
feet that afternoon in the little cantonment near the 
desert, and, worst of all, the sun blazed furiously in a 
cloudless sky. 

At long last the fourth hour came to an end. Quickly 
the gag was withdrawn from my mouth, the irons were 
taken from my limbs, and I was lifted up to my feet 
But I could not stand, I staggered and almost fell ; 
Giulia was not strong enough to hold me up, but the 
sergeant caught me at the other side, and both lowered 
my body gently to the ground. One could easily see 
that it was impossible for me to reach without help 
the hut where my squad lived, and some legionaries 
who had been looking on with interest at the scene — 
poor devils, not one of them could tell when his own 
turn might come — came across from where they were 
standing and volunteered to carry me to my cot. 
Giulia gratefully accepted this offer, and I was borne 
as tenderly as possible to my hut. There some of my 
own squad took me, undressed me, and put me to bed, 
and left the hut to Giulia and myself. Giulia managed 
to get me to drink some brandy and water, and I 
gradually felt better, but as my senses returned I 
became more and more conscious of the awful pain in 
every joint of my body. There was but one thing to 
set me right again — rest, absolute, complete rest, rest 
without stir of limb, for every time I ever so slightly 
moved a terrible stabbing pain ran right from the part 
I moved through all my body. 

That evening the canteen was kept open during the 
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usual hours by the wife of the sergeant who had re- 
placed me in military charge of it Giulia would not 
leave me, and in some degree to make up for keeping 
the others out of their hut, she gave money to those of 
the squad who had not given evidence against me. The 
corporal got none, neither did the Austrian ; as for two 
or three others who had been summoned as witnesses 
before the commandant, they got merely angry words, 
mixed with contemptuous epithets. They did not stand 
this long. They left the hut as quickly as possible 
and kept away until nightfall, when an unpleasant sur- 
prise awaited them and the other comrades of the squad. 
It seems that Giulia went away for a short time while 
I was sleeping and made certain preparations for 
spending the night in the hut Consequently, when 
the corporal and the soldiers assembled outside and 
called to Giulia that all lights would soon have to be put 
out, she told them plainly that the lights would not be 
put out in that place, that she had candles enough to 
last until morning, and that she meant to allow no man 
to enter for the night. 

" I stay here," she told them, " for the sake of my 
lover. I will keep you out for the sake of my good 
name. I have three loaded revolvers and plenty of 
spare cartridges, if any one of you should attempt to 
enter, I will kill him." 

They tried to persuade her to go to her own quarters ; 
they promised that they would take turn about to 
watch me; all was of no use. At last the corporal 
went and told the adjutant. The latter saw no way of 
settling the matter, knowing full well that he would 
receive a bullet rather than a word from Giulia, so 
he wisely resolved to tell the commandant of the affair. 
The commandant, in good humour by this time, only 
laughed and said that he would see about it So he 
came across, and, rapping at the door, asked Giulia for 
the privilege of entering. Giulia opened the door, the 
commandant saluted her with his customary courtesy, 
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and then inquired for me. I answered for myself, and 
with deliberate malice I told him that the four hours 
en crapatidine would have been easily endured if I had 
undergone the punishment in the evening, as was usual, 
but that the heat of the sun had hurt me severely, 
especially as the adjutant had knocked my kepi off widi 
his stick. The commandant was indignant; he was 
only like all officers, who don't care what men suffer so 
long as the sufferings are not intruded upon their notice, 
but who, on hearing a specific case of unfair play, will 
virtuously condemn somebody and then forget all about 
the affair. That's the way in every army in the world ; 
Sergeant X speaks harshly to Private Y to-day, the 
captain overhears, and speaks still more harshly to the 
sergeant for his abuse of the private ; next day Private 
A, who has been soundly rated by Corporal B, seeks 
redress, and is told at once that he did not get half 
enough and that if he can only carry foolish complaints 
to his captain, as a little girl to her mother, he has no 
right to wear a uniform — he should rather wear a petti- 
coat. Yes ; officers are inconsistent in their conduct to 
the soldiers, so are rich people in their conduct to the 
poor : one day in the week kindness ; six days in the 
week ugly names and cutting words and, worst of all, 
unveiled contempt 

Well, the commandant said that he would speak to 
the adjutant in the morning, and — I may as well finish 
with this now — he kept his word, and gave the brute 
as straightforward, pointed, and condensed a reproof 
as a superior officer ever gave to an inferior. He did 
it before witnesses of all ranks, and so the story was told 
through all the battalion, and even those who had no 
money were happy that day. 

When the commandant volunteered to escort Giulia 
to her abode she refused point-blank. 

" I will stay here," she said, " all the night, and I will 
fire on any man that tries to enter." 

The commandant, pretty experienced — as most officers 
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are — in the ways of women, saw that she had quite 
made up her mind, and, shrugging his shoulders, said : 
" Very well ; but let the men take their greatcoats and 
blankets away." 

"Yes; but you, monsieur le commandant, will wait 
till all have departed." 

" But yes, but yes." And he went to the door and told 
the men that they were to come in, take their coats and 
blankets, and leave the hut at once. Afterwards he 
would dispose of them for the night. He managed well 
enough by dividing them amongst the neighbouring 
huts, where the poor, evicted fellows made each man 
his bed as best he could upon the ground. Then he 
told the sergeant of the guard that the lights in my hut 
were not to be taken notice of by the sentries, and went 
home to bed, proudly happy in the consciousness of 
having acted kindly towards people, for all of whom — 
Giulia, of course, excepted — he felt the most supreme 
contempt when they were not on active service. You 
must know that in front of the enemy we legionaries 
were always addressed as " mes enfants," at all other 
times any ugly name was good enough for us. 

Giulia insisted on my staying in bed all next day, 
and no one said a word about it. In the early forenoon 
the lieutenant — with whom I got on so well in the 
march to the cantonment and who was now in charge 
of the company during the illness of the captain — came 
and spoke very sympathetically to us both. He said 
nothing about the lecture read by the commandant to 
the adjutant, rightly judging that there were many who 
would be very glad to give us all the news about that. 
As he was going away he said something to the corporal 
who was standing near the door. After the officer's 
departure the sub-officer told me that I might stay in 
bed another day if I liked. I thanked him, but declined. 
The fact is, I knew my comrades were anxious to get 
back to their quarters, as they were sure to be anything 
but comfortable divided amongst so many squads. Con- 
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sequently, I told Giulia that evening that I was nearly 
myself again, and I asked her to bring across a couple 
of bottles of eau-de-vie^ so that we might make some 
amends to the others for their eviction. Giulia brought 
more than I had asked for. She carried across from 
the canteen two bottles of brandy, three of wine, and a 
couple of pounds of tobacco. When the others saw the 
bottles and the packages they were more than satisfied ; 
they drank her health that night, and swore often, and 
with vehemence, that they would all willingly die for 
her. What children soldiers are, and how easily they 
are pleased! 

After this I had a fairly easy time for a few weeks. 
But I had become rather reckless now, and all Giulia's 
powers of persuasion were needed to prevent me from 
breaking down into a careless, slovenly soldier. What 
is the good, I often thought, of cleaning equipments 
when I shall be abused just as much as if they were 
really dirty ? Where is the use of springing smartly at 
the word of command when I shall be called a lazy 
rascal and a stupid fool ? What matters it whether I 
am idle or hardworking when I get the same reward 
every time? Since I am to be abused and punished 
let me at least deserve the abuse and the punishment, 
then I shall be more content But Giulia would not hear 
of this. She was determined that I should continue to 
be a clean, careful, active soldier. She had a wonderful 
fund of hope, and she had one argument that I could not 
withstand. " Yes, yes, it is hard," she would say ; " but 
remember, when you begin to deserve trouble, I shall 
begin to deserve it too." Now, though I could easily 
be reckless on my own account, I could not find it in 
my heart to be reckless when Giulia was certain to 
share the consequences along with me. She was too 
good, too true, too loving to be drawn by me, who loved 
her so much, into any rashness which would end bitterly 
for us both — more bitterly, I fancied, for her, who would 
survive, than for me, whose troubles would soon be over. 
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Nevertheless, I grew more and more morose every day. 
True, I was never morose in Guilia's society, but in the 
hut I was not a pleasant companion, and I am afraid 
that my comrades left me more and more to myself 
every day. The corporal did not seem to watch me 
any longer. I fancy he was getting to be a little afraid. 
He, as well as the rest, saw that it would take very 
little to make me lose my temper altogether. And 
when a desperate legionary, his mind full of real — ^as 
mine were — or fancied wrongs, does break out, he is 
more like the Malay who runs amok than the European 
who strikes a blow or two and then is carried — kick- 
ing, striking, biting, and cursing — to the guard-house. 
Another reason that the corporal had for not interfering 
with me was this, the other legionaries were not indignant 
with me for my moroseness and want of good-fellowship. 
Now, as a rule, the man who keeps aloof from the rest 
of his squad has a bad time. Men will not allow them- 
selves and their society to be flouted by another not a 
bit better, not a bit higher, than themselves. In the 
Legion all are equal — the ex-prince and the ex-pauper, 
the man of good character and the man of bad. But 
when the men of a squad see that a comrade is in bad 
temper with his superiors and recognise that he has 
reason, then they will not mind aloofness or sharp 
answers or ugly words. On the contrary, they will 
sympathise, never knowing when their own turns may 
come for ill-treatment. So the corporal, seeing that the 
men were quite satisfied that I should live my life to 
myself and felt sympathy and not anger on account of 
my conduct, wisely left me alone. There were many 
ugly stories current in the Legion of what had been 
done by men driven to desperation, and, be it well 
understood, the sub-officer valued his chevrons a good 
deal less than he valued his life. 

I got myself into trouble more than once about this 
time, but I was never afterwards put en crapaudine 
Twice I was buried up to the neck in the ground, or 
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rather once to the waist and once to the neck. This 
was called putting a man en sUo, It was a hard punish- 
ment, but not to be compared with the other. The 
worst of it was that one felt as if heavy weights were 
pressing him at all points, but this feeling of pressure 
was nothing compared to the straining and racking of 
the joints when one was en crapaudine. A good proof of 
this is that I was never gagged when en silo. I could 
easily enough stand it without a cry. It is of no 
account now why I was thus punished. I freely admit 
that the commandant was quite justified in making 
me suffer for my offences, but it must be remembered 
to my credit that there would have been no offences 
if I had been left alone. Ill-treatment made me act 
foolishly, that is the first point; I paid for my folly, 
that is the second ; the third is, when a punishment is 
over the offence that entailed itt)ught to be forgotten. 

I was now, to all intents and purposes, a man apart 
from his fellows. The other legionaries watched me 
curiously. They wondered, I fancy, how long I should 
stand the strain and how the certain result would 
actually come about The adjutant was just as 
tyrannical as ever to the men of the battalion ; he dis- 
tributed his curses and abuse with perfect impartiality, 
but no one minded now. The officers were the only 
ones who did not understand, though they, doubt- 
less, had heard of many tragedies in the Legion, yet 
they seemed to have forgotten all : officers really care 
only for their own pleasure and comfort, and every 
one of them, from commandant down to sub-lieutenant, 
felt quite satisfied so long as there was an appearance 
of good order and discipline. If I were ai officer, I 
should remember that a troublesome, riotous battalion 
seldom furnishes materials for a tragedy ; a quiet, well- 
behaved one, where the men speak in drawing-room 
tones and seem to be always looking out for something, 
has more elements of danger in it. In the Indian 
Mutiny it was the good soldier who gave the most 
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trouble and took the biggest share of the beating ; he 
mutinied because his conscience drove him to it, and 
his conscience would not allow him to surrender. When 
a bad soldier mutinies, any hound is good enough to 
bite him, and once bitten, he hands in his gun. To put 
the matter in a nutshell : the battalion was too good ; 
it was so quiet and calm that any man of observation 
might see that there was something ugly underneath. 



CHAPTER XXI 

QNE day as I was crossing the parade-ground I 
saw the adjutant stop Giulia, who was coming 
to meet me, and speak, as I thought, earnestly to her. 
I knew that he admired her and that a good deal of 
my troubles arose from her avowed preference for me, 
but my mind was quite easy on that score. Dozens 
of men in the battalion would be very glad to replace 
me in her favour, but all were aware that she was true 
as steel, and though this knowledge probably made 
many more envious of my good fortune yet it certainly 
kept them from annoying Giulia with unavailing pro- 
testations of love. Indeed, Giulia and I often laughed 
together when a legionary after a second or third glass 
of eaU'de-vie looked longingly at her for a moment and 
then sighed with love and liquor. At first she used 
playfully to resent my allusions to her conquests, but 
as soon as she understood my absolute faith in her 
constancy she entered into the spirit of badinage 
quite as freely as I. I never jested about the adjutant. 
When we spoke of him we were both angry — I for my 
disgrace and punishment, Giulia because at the time she 
understood better than I did the reason of his severity. 
Many times she told me that he had spoken in a more 
than friendly manner to her, but she always added that 
her answers were not the answers he wished for, and 
I had often heard from my comrades of scenes at or 
near the canteen when she spoke her mind openly to 
him and made him feel that worst of all tortures to a 
man of sensitive mind — words of utter contempt from 
the woman he adores. What must have made things 
worse for the adjutant was that he knew, as the others 
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did, that his repulses were deserved, and the officer 
was especially punished in this — that the whole battalion 
rejoiced in his discomfiture, and men repeated over and 
over again in hut and guard-house and canteen the 
very expressions with which Giulia had cut him to the 
heart. I had never questioned her closely about his 
behaviour and attempts at love-making — I thought of 
him as an enemy, not as a rival — but when I saw him 
so deliberately stop Giulia as she was approaching me 
I resolved to ask her, not out of jealousy, be it well 
understood, but out of curiosity, what he had to say 
so important that he laid his hand upon her arm to 
detain her. 

I could not speak to Giulia that day about this, 
as very soon after the adjutant had stopped her on 
the parade-ground I was sent on some duty or other 
that kept me busy until the canteen was opened, and 
then there was no chance of private conversation. Next 
day was Sunday, and I then could be with her for at 
least a couple of hours, so that I did not mind the 
delay. While I was in the canteen that Saturday 
evening, drinking a glass of wine with a couple of 
Alsatians, I asked Giulia to meet me at the main gate 
on the following day. She, of course, consented ; my 
asking was only a matter of form, a compliment to the 
girl. She told me that she would bring a flask of wine 
and that she would also have a packet of cigarettes 
and a few cigars. 

« Why do you tell me that, Giulia ? " I asked. " When 
you bring me any present I accept and thank you, but 
you know I want nothing but your comradeship and 
your love." 

" I know well," she replied ; " but I want you to come 
out of the cantonment with me to-morrow. I want to 
tell you many things, and we shall be away for a long 
time. If I am not back in time to open the canteen 
the sergeant's wife will open it for the soldiers. But 
you and I, we must talk long and earnestly to-morrow. 
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Confide in me as I confide in you. I am true — I shall 
always be so — and you, I know, will be true as well." 

To this I could answer nothing except that I loved 
her better than my life ; that I trusted her more than 
any man had ever trusted woman ; and that I was her 
own, her very own, for ever. 

When we met next day at the main-guard Guilia, as 
she had promised, had a little parcel that made the 
sergeant of the guard, the sentry on duty, and the 
other legionaries lounging about, consider me a happy 
man in spite of all my misfortunes. I could see that, 
and I own it gave me pleasure. The lowest, as well 
as the highest, desires to inspire envy in the hearts of 
others. So long as they think him especially favoured, 
the sorrows and troubles, which he alone knows of and 
feels, seem to diminish, even almost to disappear. But 
I had more than the envy of my comrades to console 
me; Guilia, happy and smiling, came towards me as 
I approached, and the sight of her happiness at meeting 
me was more than enough to make me forget all my 
disgrace, all my punishment, the hard words which 
came as regularly as the bugle went for parade, the 
extra toil that I was condemned to as the tyrant's 
enemy, and all the incidental annoyances that were 
sure to come to one whom his fellows had already 
named " Pas de chance." Yes ; that, as I now remember 
it, was the last of the happy moments. It seemed as 
if the gods were giving us an overtaste of happiness 
before the time of anger, strife, and utter wretchedness 
opened on our lives. 

We passed out together through the gate, Giulia in 
her smartest dress, and I in the regulation Sunday attire, 
with belt and bayonet and gloves. In Europe people 
put on silk hats and frock coats on Sundays ; we of the 
L^on merely wore gloves and bayonets, but even with 
these small additions to our usual costume we felt 
extra dressed. It was a warm day — that is, warm even 
for Algeria — and we walked rather slowly along. Once 
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we passed through the gate I took the little parcel from 
Guilia, saying, with a happy smile : " I am robbing you 
ma belle." 

" You cannot rob me of anything," she replied, " since 
all I have is yours." 

Then I kissed her, forgetting all about the legionaries 
of the guard who were lounging about the gate. How 
they must have envied me, my good comrades. 

We did not go far from the cantonment, merely about 
a quarter of a mile, to a place where we had spent 
many a pleasant hour together on former Sundays. 
It was not an ideal resting-place. It was certainly not 
a meadow pied with daisies, with a murmuring rivulet 
at hand, but there really was a little shelter, for a fairly 
big rock overhung the spot, and in the lee of this one 
could somewhat escape the fierce heat of the sun. 
None of the other soldiers came near it on Sundays. 
They would, of course, have no hesitation in disturbing 
me, but Giulia the imperious, Giulia who could refuse 
the blessed liquor even to a rich man if she wished, was 
not to be offended. A couple of legionaries, a Spaniard 
and a Greek, had on one occasion posted themselves 
in a position whence they could watch our love-making, 
and had carried back a report to their comrades that 
Giulia and me were not so much in love as people 
thought, and it was only two days afterwards, when 
they entered the canteen together and were sternly 
ordered out of it, that they found out that we had 
discovered them and would not provide amusement for 
spies. The other soldiers had no sympathy with either 
Greek or Spaniard, and so the corps could boast, as 
I told them one day, of at least two men who did not 
drink. It is all very well to be a teetotaller from choice, 
but to be one from necessity is a very different thing, 
especially to a soldier. And the lesson Giulia taught 
by refusing even a glass of vin ordinaire to the precious 
pair made all the rest desirous of leaving us our chosen 
resting-place to ourselves. 
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When we arrived and sat down Giulia took the little 
parcel from me and opened it. There were three or 
four cigars, a couple of dozen cigarettes, and a pint 
bottle of wine. Some sweets were also there, but I 
left these for Giulia. 

"Very well," I said, "this is a real feast. We can 
live here for at least four hours with such supplies." 

" Is it not good ? " she asked. 

" Very good," I told her ; " you grow kinder every 
day ; but I too have a little surprise for you, carissima." 

" What ! a surprise for me ? What is it ? " And she 
laid her pretty little hand upon my arm. 

I bade her shut her eyes, and when she did so, I 
clasped a silver bracelet on her wrist — it had cost me 
more than two months* pay — and was amply rewarded 
for my gift by the childish joy she showed when she 
beheld it. How happy we were that Sunday! 

But this story has little to do with happiness now 
that it approaches the end. When we had taken a little 
of the wine and were quietly enjoying our cigarettes 
I asked Giulia what the adjutant had said to her on 
the previous day. 

" I will tell you all now," she said to me. " I can no 
longer keep it from you, though I do not wish to give 
you pain. You have always trusted me, as I have 
trusted you. Is it not so, dearest?" 

" But yes," I answered ; " no one could doubt you ; 
you are too good and too true. Why, even the worst 
man in the battalion knows and acknowledges that." 

" I am well content," Giulia said to me ; " you have 
not erred. I have always been faithful, and I will be 
faithful for ever. But I cannot prevent anyone, not 
even the man I hate most, from loving me, and things 
have come to such a pass now that it is only right that 
you should know all." 

Thereupon, seeing that the poor girl was in great 
distress, I flung away my cigarette, and taking hers 
from between her fingers flung it away too. Then I 
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kissed her, and keeping her very closely in my arms, 
said : 

" Tell me everything ; but I must tell you one thing 
first: I am quite sure that, no matter what troubles 
we may have endured or may have to endure, neither 
will ever grieve the other by want of love or want of 
trust." 

She sobbed for a moment quietly on my breast, and 
then began : 

"It is all because of that adjutant — that devil who 
will not allow anyone to be happy. He has always, 
since he came to the cantonment, desired to take me 
for himself, and whenever he came with his unwished- 
for proposals I insulted him and drove him away. 
Then he threatened that he would take vengeance on 
you, and I warned you to be on your guard. In spite 
of all he injured you and nearly broke my heart, but 
I constantly hoped that he might leave the battalion 
with the next draft The draft has gone and he re- 
mains ; there will be no new draft for months, and what 
hope is left now ? When he stopped me on the parade 
yesterday it was to renew his unwelcome proposals, but 
this time he asked me to be his wife. I was angry, and 
told him that, were he even President of the Republic, 
1 would neither let him kiss me as lover nor wed me 
as husband, and that, no matter what rank he might 
win, he would always remain the same — a tyrant to those 
beneath him, and a tyrant, I believed, was only slightly 
better than a slave. Then he swore with vehemence 
that he would have you shot before a month was over, 
and that is why I tell you." At this point she wept, 
and could not be comforted for a long time. When 
she became somewhat calm, I told her that now we 
knew the adjutant's intentions we could do at least some- 
thing to prevent their realisation, and that, in any case, 
if the affair should come to the worst it would be easy 
enough to have a little satisfaction before being punished. 
This did not seem very comforting, but it was the best 

8 
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I could say. My mind was at the time even more full of 
hate of the adjutant than love of Giulia, and I think she 
must have noticed this, for she tried to turn my thoughts 
in a pleasanter direction. Almost in a moment she, who 
had but a moment before been hopeless and comfortless, 
dried her tears, smiled bravely into my eyes, and told 
me I thought more of my anger than of her love. I put 
aside at once all emotions save those of tenderness and 
affection, I petted and carressed her, I told her over and 
over again what women never tire of hearing : Je taimCy 
je faime^je faime. If you can say " I love you" to a 
woman, and she feels that you say it with truth, you 
have made the most eloquent speech in the world to 
her ears — that is, be it well understood, if she is inclined 
to say the same words to you. If she cannot respond, 
why ! say good-bye and forget her. He is only a fool 
who cannot, even though it hurts, give up a love that 
meets with no response. 

But there was no danger of lack of response on 
Giulia's part In a pretty mixture of Italian, French, 
and English that we had taught each other she gave 
me assurances that were not the less valued because 
they were repetitions of ones that I had received from 
her many times before, and that fell upon my ears all 
the more pleasantly that I well knew them to be 
absolutely true. There can be no mistaking the love 
or the hate of an Italian girl ; the Southern warmth 
shows itself in both. As I had experience of one, so 
the adjutant had sorely felt the other. 

While we were thus creating happiness for each other, 
a harsh voice fell upon our ears. It was the adjutant's. 
I stood up and faced round to meet him, all thoughts 
of love had now disappeared, only hatred of the tyrant 
filled my heart I remembered the many insults, the 
unfair surprises, the more than devilish ingenuity with 
which he had hounded me down. I thought of my 
former rank and contrasted it in my mind with my 
then lowly condition ; I remembered my lost chevrons, 
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my lost pay, my lost position, my lost chance of promo- 
tion, my lost friends, for what sergeant could associate 
with the reduced sub-officer in the ranks ! I thought of 
Giulia's sorrows, her wakeful nights when she knew that 
I was tossing uneasily on a plank bed, her anxiety as 
the hour approached for my trial, her fear of some 
terrible result, the insulting proposals that she was 
compelled to hear and of which she dared not speak, 
and as all these thoughts surged through my brain I 
saw no adjutant, no superior officer of mine, but a man- 
wolf, a demon incarnate hot from hell. Yet I was out- 
wardly calm ; I said no word, nor for some moments did 
he speak, but I felt that the crisis had come at last. I 
was glad that we three were quite alone ; the thought 
flashed upon my mind that it was Sunday, and that 
day I wore my bayonet. 

At last he spoke: "Will mademoiselle kindly go 
away and permit me to speak alone to the soldier?" 

" No," Giulia replied ; " I will stay. Why have you 
come here?" 

" I came," said the adjutant, speaking very slowly and 
impressively, all the while looking hard at me, "to 
make a proposition to this man." 

" I can guess your proposition," I replied, stopping 
Giulia with a gesture, " and I give you the same answer 
as Mademoiselle Julie has already given. She does not 
give me up ; I do not give up her. Did you think," and 
I spoke with deliberation equal to his, "that I would 
allow my darling to purchase an easy life and also 
promotion for me by giving you even one kiss, even one 
glance of favour ! No," I went on, " Giulia's kisses and 
caresses and words of love are for me and for me alone ; 
get some woman of the camp — she will be good enough 
for you." 

The adjutant controlled himself with an effort. After 
a short delay, in which, I presume, he determined to make 
one attempt more to gain his object, for his desire was 
greater than his hate, he said : 
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" I have offered to marry her ; you are not in a position 
to do so. When we are married I will get leave of 
absence and we will go away, and while away from the 
battalion I can arrange a transfer ; then we shall never 
meet again. If she comes away with me as my wife, I 
will take care that she has a happy and comfortable 
life ; if she does not marry me, and I ask her now for 
the last time, she cannot be happy here, for I will see 
that you at least will not be long her lover." Then, 
turning to Giulia, he went on: " If you really love him, 
save him now." 

He held out his hands appealingly to her. As he 
stood so exposed I struck his cheek fair and full with 
the back of my right hand. 

" Your answer, dog," I cried. 

With an angry indrawing of his breath he turned to 
me, and his right hand felt for his sword. It was half 
out of the scabbard when I plucked my bayonet from 
its sheath, and driving it straight forward I pierced his 
right arm as it lay across his body. He did not let 
go his hold of the sword hilt in spite of the wound, but 
drew the sword and raised it to cut me down. As 
his right arm went up I pushed it back with my left 
hand and, coming to close quarters, plunged my 
bayonet into his body. He reeled, and again I drove 
my weapon home. He staggered away from me, and 
before I could get close enough to repeat the thrust 
fell heavily upon his back. He lay quite still. I 
mechanically wiped my bayonet clean, and then said 
to Giulia : 

" I could not help it ; he would have killed me if he 
could." 

Giulia said nothing, but when I had put up my side- 
arm she came to me and, putting her dear arms round 
my neck, wept bitter tears of anticipation upon my 
breast 

There was nothing to be done except to go back to 
camp and wait for what might happen. Neither of 
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us spoke of the result that each felt was certain. 
Though we were resolved to say nothing about the 
affair yet we made no attempt to divert suspicion from 
ourselves. The half-smoked cigarettes, the half-empty 
bottle, the paper and twine of the parcel, all were left 
behind in close proximity to the body of the adjutant. 
As we walked slowly back Giulia suddenly halted and 
faced me. 

" They will kill you," she said. 

" I think so," I answered. 

" And I, I will not live when you are gone." 

I pleaded with her for her own life. I used all the 
arguments I could think of about the wickedness of 
self-destruction ; nought was of avail. 

" But, carissima mia, your father was killed in battle, 
and your mother, who loved him fondly, did not kill 
herself" 

" Ah, mon Jean, I was born at the time. Her baby 
made her live." 

"And Giulia," — I took her in my arms and kissed 
her, — "do you not understand? Is it not so?" She 
broke down into a flood of tears. 

" O Jean, Jean, I must live, I must live, even though 
one half of my life goes out with you." 

I caressed and comforted her — we were in full view 
of the gate, but we minded not She grew calm at 
last, and looked at me with a new look in her eyes — a 
look that I had seen but once before, when the English 
corporal had called her madame, but then it meant 
rather bashful hope and half-afraid longing, now it 
showed knowledge and certainty and free confession. 

" I am very happy now," I told her as we approached 
the gate where the men relieved from duty as sentinels 
were standing. "I care not now what may happen to 
myself, and for you half, and more than half, of my 
anxiety has left me. There is only, one thing that I 
must do now, I must look for Pfere Michel at once. 
You will go to your quarters ; he will come with me 
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there. Tell the sergeant and his wife to expect us. Do 
not be afraid, they will not be surprised." 

Giulia said nothing in reply ; a closer clinging to my 
arm, one quick glance, a sudden heaving of the breast, 
these told me more than any words could tell. 

We separated just inside the gate, Giulia going at 
once to her quarters, while I went towards the officers' 
building to find the chaplain. I saw him at once, and 
told him the more important facts on the spot; he 
shook his head, and told me that there was but one 
way to make reparation. He said that Giulia and I 
should both confess our sins, but I said : 

" No ; marry us now or marry us never." 

Anxious to do his best, and knowing full well that 
many in the battalion were worse than I — he did not 
know about the adjutant's fate at the time, as I took 
care to keep that to myself — he yielded to my entreaties 
and went with me to the canteen. There we were 
married, the sergeant and his wife acting as witnesses. 
The good priest, he was a good and brave man, gave 
us some advice; he told us that he would always 
remember us in his prayers, and went away. Then 
the sergeant said : " I suppose there will be great 
rejoicing in the camp this evening," and looked aston- 
ished when Giulia utterly broke down. His wife drew 
him away, and we were alone together, the most utterly 
wretched bride and bridegroom that the world has ever 
seen. Giulia said to me : 

" You are mine, all mine now ; when they seek you 
they must find you here." I dreaded the effect of my 
arrest in her presence, but she insisted. 

" I will show good courage, I will not give way to 
grief," she answered. " You shall see, and you shall not 
be ashamed." 

After that we sat together on the side of the little 
bed. We said little, but our hearts were bursting ; there 
had never been so perfect, so complete, so unutterable a 
sympathy between us. We knew then, as we never did, 
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and never could, know before, the intense sweetness of 
love, which only exquisite anguish can bring forth. 

After some time — I know not, nor shall ever know, 
how long — we heard the dull sound of a rifle butt upon 
the door below. It was quickly opened, and through 
the raised window we heard the words : "Is Made- 
moiselle Julie within?" 

" No ; but Madame Julie is," replied the sergeant, with 
a laugh. 

"Is she alone ? " 

" No ; her husband is with her." 

" Ah, we want him ; we must enter." 

Giulia pressed more closely to my side. In a moment 
the rifle butt sounded on our door. "Entrez," I called 
out. The door was flung open and a sergeant appeared, 
two soldiers peering curiously over his shoulders. 

" You are my prisoner." 

" Very well, my sergeant ; pardon me for a moment." 

Then to Giulia : " My darling, I must obey orders." 

Giulia said nothing. I ki$sed her, said : " Be of 
good courage," and walked to the door. 

As the soldiers placed themselves one at each side 
I heard a loud cry. I would have turned back, but I 
was pushed headlong down the stairs. There was no 
use in resisting, so I went quietly to the guard-house, 
with an awful fear at my heart for my poor love in 
her agony and loneliness. As I entered the prison I 
heard a legionary of the guard say to his comrades ; 

" I knew how it would be ; yes, long ago." 

That night I slept little. The hard plank was 
nothing, I was used to that ; the death of the adjutant 
was nothing in itself, for had he not deserved it ? Its 
consequences, as far as they affected me, 1 could take 
without flinching, but the thought of Giulia, of her 
future, in which nought was certain save hopelessness 
and the sense of utter loss, made me wakeful and 
anxious through the silent hours. Three legionaries 
confined for some offence were my companions in the 
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cell. They knew nothing of the affair, and when I 
was suddenly pushed through the door by the sergeant 
of the guard, these men eagerly asked what new mis- 
fortune was mine. 

" Can you not guess ? " I answered. 

They looked at one another, the same thought was 
in the minds of all. The Sicilian said : 

" You have done it 1 Yes, I knew you would. I am 
glad that he is gone, yet I am sorry for you, and still 
more sorry — " He stopped and shook his head. 

" Yes," said a Pole ; " that is the way, it is the woman 
always that suffers most" 

The third, a Frenchman by birth, who found it better 
to be a Lorrainer in the Legion than to serve in his 
proper regiment in France, was the last to speak. 

" It is done now, and we shall all be grieved at the 
loss of a good comrade, but the battalion will be happy 
once more. I salute," he continued, taking off his kepi, 
" the hero who has freed us from slavery." 

We were silent for a time. Then the Frenchman 
asked me how it happened. 

" I struck him, he drew his sword, and then I gave 
him my bayonet, voilii tout!" 

" How often ? " 

" Three times." 

" Very well," said the Sicilian ; " then it must be all 
right. It is all right; the battalion must have a new 
adjutant now." 

I refused my soup when it came and the Frenchman 
offered me his. 

" If I cannot take my own, why yours ? " I asked 
angrily. 

" Mine is not soup, it is something better." It was, 
and I gladly took it He had wine instead of soup. 
This was wrong, but a good comrade who has money 
can do a kindness to a prisoner. But he must be a 
very good comrade, and he must have more than 
enough to buy the wine. 
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They saw that I was disinclined for much speaking, 
and they went away to the other end of the cell. 
There they spoke and gesticulated freely. Yet very 
seldom did a word reach me; their voices were low, 
their heads close together, but I noted, half abstractedly 
as it were, the quick action of the shoulders, the eager 
motion of the hands. After some time they stopped 
the conversation and sat or lay down on the rough 
planks that served for beds. No other prisoners came 
in that night ; sergeants and corporals were not thinking 
of making arrests, and the soldiers were too busy 
talking about the affair to quarrel. Yet there were 
many besides Giulia and me who were sorry for what 
would surely happen : the quick court-martial, and then 
the volley at the open grave. 



CHAPTER XXII 

"VTEXT morning the preliminary investigation was 
held by the commandant. He finished with iall 
other work first, and then directed that I should be brought 
before him. I knew this, because the others were taken 
away to stand their trial, and I was left behind. When 
I was in his presence I saluted, and the commandant 
said with soldierly directness: 

" The adjutant is dead ; you are charged with killing 
him ; have you anything to say ? " 

" Only this, sir," I replied, " he insulted me, then he 
insulted Mademoiselle Julie, who is now my wife; I 
struck him, he drew his sword, and I my bayonet. I 
was the quicker of the two, and wounded him ; then 
he raised his sword to cut me down, and I repeated 
the blow." 

" But there were three wounds ; is it not so? " he said 
to the surgeon. 

" Yes, monsieur le commandant" 

" How do you explain the third wound ? " 

" Two," I answered, " were in self-defence, the third, 
sir, in passion." 

" Ah ; and how in self-defence ? " 

" The first, sir, on the arm as he drew his sword ; the 
second on the body as he lifted it to strike ; the third, 
sir, on the body in the anger of the moment" 

"That will do," said the officer; "as the general is 
arriving to-day I will lay the matter before him. But 
I warn you, prepare for a court-martial and its result." 

I saluted, and was led away. 

There is no need to go through the preliminaries. 
The general received the same information from me 
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as the commandant had got, and at once ordered a 
board of officers to try me for the offence. 

"They will not have much difficulty in deciding, as 
the accused confesses his crime, so I will wait here to 
confirm the finding," he said to the commandant. 

I heard this as I was facing about with the escort 
to return to the guard-house, and the last vestige of 
hope disappeared. 

I gave no further evidence before the court-martial 
than I had already given to the commandant. I did 
not like to speak of the adjutant's animosity towards 
me, as that and its consequences would supply a 
motive for my act, and that I did not wish to im- 
press upon their minds. Better let them think it was 
sudden, as, indeed, it was in one way, than deliberate 
and led up to by his own fault, as it was in another. 
One must understand that, but for my resentment 
and sense of wrong and oft-thought desire of his 
death, I should not have killed him ; and one must 
also know that, were he passing quietly by, I should 
not have rushed upon him with my bayonet. My 
feelings were due to the injuries and insults he had 
heaped upon me ; my sudden action to his threat 
about my life to Giulia, repeated, as it was, to me. 

The result of the court-martial was that I was ac- 
quitted of the killing, as that was done in self-defence, 
but found guilty of striking my superior officer, and 
for that sentenced to be shot. This was duly con- 
firmed, read out on general parade, and the execution 
was set for the following morning at eight o'clock. 
As I heard the words read out, standing bareheaded, 
without a belt, between two soldiers with loaded rifles 
and fixed bayonets, I felt that my last sun would set 
that night. Little I guessed of what would be accom- 
plished by the wit and courage of a loving woman, 
by the unselfish chivalry of two legionaries, who had 
gone separately to Giulia, neither knowing of the 
other's design, and offered to help her and her husband. 
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even at the risk of their lives. And yet both these 
men made light of their action at the time, and, were 
they in the land of the living to-day, would surely 
only claim the credit of having stood by a comrade 
in trouble and a woman in distress. They were the 
English corporal, whom I have already mentioned, 
and an Irishman — ^a simple soldier — let us call him 
Mac. When Giulia thanked the corporal he told her 
that, as he had lost his honour long ago, it did not 
matter if he lost his life now. 

" Surely not your honour ? " she queried. 

"Well, I think not, indeed, but the world, unfortun- 
ately, does not agree with me." 

Mac said he could not do less than try to rescue me, 
— " il est mon pays, n'est ce pas ? " — and he, because he 
was an Irishman, could always get what he wished in 
the canteen. I did not know this. I found out, how- 
ever, that Giulia often gave Mac, the only other Irish- 
man in the battalion, brandy and wine and tobacco 
without payment, as he was my countryman, and I do 
not blame the poor devil for accepting, for he was 
always in trouble, his pay was constantly stopped, and 
a soldier can do easily without his dinner, but is ripe 
for mischief if he is deprived of his glass and of his 
pipe. Well, she did not lose in the end, as he said — but 
that must come in its own place. 

Now the Englishman was corporal of the guard that 
night. I did not know anything definite about the plan 
for my escape, for when Giulia visited me at about six 
o'clock in the evening all she could tell me was to 
hope, to watch, and to be ready. I needed little advice 
about the last two matters; as for hoping, that was 
almost impossible. About eight o'clock the corporal 
visited me, as a matter of duty, to see that all was right 
He orderai me, in a loud, rough voice, to get up from- 
where I lay. As I stood in front of him he whispered : 
" After midnight," and departed. 

At about twenty minutes past twelve I heard a low 
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voice calling to me at the window. This I had left open, 
so that there might be a means of communication if 
anyone could get to the other side. I had not much 
expectation of this, as a sentry was posted just there, 
and no legionary, I thought, would be such a fool 
as to risk punishment by permitting even Giulia to 
speak to me. When I went to the window I found 
Mac outside. 

" Hurry, hurfy," he said ; " we must get these bars 
out quickly. We can lose no time if we are to succeed." 

Now there were two iron bars fixed vertically in the 
mud of which the wall was built, and Mac, giving me 
a bayonet, told me to clear the lower end of one, while 
he cleared the lower end of the other. We said nothing 
more. We worked with a will. In a short time the 
ends were free, and then Mac, a powerful man, pulled 
the bars out, so that I could just squeeze my body 
through. I had, however, to take off my tunic to do 
so, and I passed this out first When I got out I saw 
a body on the ground. 

" You have his bayonet," said Mac, " take his rifle 
and belt as well." 

The man lay quite motionless. I took his belt and 
put it on and then possessed myself of the rifle. I felt 
happy enough now. Now they could not shoot me 
like a dog; I could at least die fighting. 

" Wait a moment," said Mac. 

In a few minutes we heard the door of the guard- 
house opening, and then the voice of the corporal 
telling die sentinel in front that he would return in 
a quarter of an hour. The corporal came round to 
where we stood. He had his rifle, bayonet, and am- 
munition. He said : 

"Is it all right?" 

" Yes." 

" Are you armed ? " 

" Yes, both ; he has the sentry's weapons." 

" Very good ; let us go. When we are at a safe 
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distance from the guard-house we shall pretend to be 
a visiting patrol." 

In this way we passed the sentries at a distance from 
the main-guard and marched boldly along till we came 
to where a native cavalryman was on duty near the 
horses. He challenged, and received a satisfactory 
reply. As we passed him the corporal halted, us, and 
ordered me to hold his rifle for a moment I took it, 
and before I or the cavalry-g^ard could understand 
the Englishman had the latter by the throat. Mac laid 
down his rifle and seized the unfortunate fellow's arms, 
and in a few moments he was a corpse. 

** Now," said the corporal to me, " you get the woman, 
we will get ready the horses." 

" Where is she ? " I asked. 

" Some place over there." And he pointed with his 
hand. 

I went in the direction pointed out and soon met 
Giulia. She had been easily able to follow us, for our 
steady tramp could be heard at some distance. We 
made no attempt to conceal our movements ; we were 
to all appearance a visiting patrol. As I came to her 
side I whispered : " It goes very well, carissima. The 
others are getting out the horses." 

Giulia flung herself into my arms. I snatched a kiss 
and led her to where Mac and the Englishman were 
busy. They had two horses already out, and were 
saddling them with all despatch. One must understand 
that the saddles and bridles are always kept near the 
chargers, especially in a place where at any moment 
a raid from the desert may have to be repelled. Soon 
four horses were ready, and then we all mounted and 
rode slowly towards a gate at the rear of the camp, 
where a single sentinel was posted. This man, luckily 
for us, was a Turco. When the corporal replied to his 
challenge and told him that we were officers he believed 
the story. Then the Englishman and I dismounted, 
taking only our bayonets, and approached the gate. 
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The sentry protested against our opening this, but I got 
behind him and flung my hands about his neck. At 
the same moment the corporal wrenched away the rifle 
and bayonet and buried his own steel in the Turco's 
heart. 

We opened the gate as quickly and quietly as possible 
and went out. For ten minutes we walked our horses 
slowly and almost noiselessly away from the camp. 
Then we headed due south after a short consultation — 
the corporal leading, Giulia and I following, Mac bring- 
ing up the rear. We were now going straight for the 
Great Desert, where alone there was hope of safety. 
Had we gone north towards the Mediterranean, our 
freedom would not be worth twenty-four hours' pur- 
chase. As it was, we had a good chance of getting 
safely away from French pursuit, for our post lay at the 
extreme south of French territory in that part. But in 
the desert what were we to do ? We did not know — we 
did not think about that. All our energies and thoughts 
were directed to getting clear away from the French 
and native cavalry. We knew that the escape would 
be soon discovered, but we fancied that no pursuit 
would be attempted until dawn, and it was our business 
to travel as far as we could from the cantonment in the 
short time that we had at our disposal. Moreover, if 
we could only put a fair distance between ourselves and 
our pursuers there was every likelihood that they would 
never catch up with us, because the native horsemen 
would not care to go too far into the desert, for they 
would get little quarter from the Arabs who infest it. 
Why, they would be killed for the sake of their horses, 
equipments, and arms, and the wild Arab does not fear 
the native levies as he does the Frenchmen, for two 
reasons— in the first place, the Arab is quite as good a 
fighting man, and he knows it, as the other African ; in 
the second, it is only the white soldiers whose weapons 
kill from afar. As for us, we had to venture into the 
desert, as I have already said.- We wanted, to use 
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another phrase of mine, to get from the fire to the 
frying-pan — du feu a la poSle. 

We kept steadily forward until the sun came up in 
the east with his usual suddenness. Then we halted, 
and began to consider our position. At best it was a 
bad one. We were four, with four horses ; for ourselves, 
we had only a haversack of food and a flask of brandy 
that Giulia had been thoughtful enough to bring, for 
our horses we had nothing. As far as fighting power 
went we were better off, as we had three good rifles — 
fusils Gras we called them — and eighty rounds of ball 
cartridge per man. We had bayonets as well, and 
Giulia had a pair of revolvers and a stiletto, so that, 
given a fair chance, we were good enough for a dozen 
enemies. One must remember that we were desperate ; 
nothing could be gained by surrendering to Frenchmen, 
since our lives were now forfeit ; with a woman in the 
party we could not surrender to Arabs. 

The English corporal, Mac and I, spoke in English. 

" I want you to promise one thing," I said to them : 
" if two go down, let the third kill my wife." 

" Oh, that's understood," said the Englishman. 

"I hope it may not be my lot," said Mac, "but I'll 
do it all the same." 

" Now," said the corporal, " we must go farther south 
and chance meeting with the Arabs. I don't know," 
he went on, " whether I am anxious to meet any or not 
If we don't meet any we shall probably miss the wells ; 
if we do meet them there will be a fight" 

"It is better to fight," said Mac, "than to die of 
thirst in the desert" 

" I think so too," I said. 

"Well," asked the corporal, "shall we go straight 
on at top speed or rest ? " 

" Let us go on," I advised ; " let us press on as far 
as we can, then if we meet any Arabs, or if the spahis 
ride up to us, we can halt and fight Remember, without 
food or water for our horses we cannot run, we cannot 
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make even a running fight ; it must be a standing fight 
to a finish." 

The Englishman and Mac agreed with me, and 
before we started again I said to Giulia in their 
hearing : 

"N'aie pas peur, ma bien ch^re, tu ne seras pas 
prisonni^re, plutdt tu seras tu6e par le dernier protectcur." 

"Je suis bien content," she replied, and, bowing 
prettily to the others, she murmured a word of thanks. 

We rode on for about two hours, and then halted 
to rest our horses and to eat a little of Giulia's pro- 
visions. We did not drink, as brandy is not a good 
thing when one has nothing else. If we could only 
get our usual morning coffee we should have had a 
nip apiece, but we who had soldiered in Algeria and 
other hot climates were too sensible to touch fire-water 
without anything to qualify it and with the certainty 
of a hot day's march before us. After eating and 
smoking we got back into our saddles and rcnde on 
until the heat of the sun made us again halt for our 
own sakes as well as on account of our animals. In 
spite of our discomfort we felt fairly happy ; we had 
made a good morning's march since the sun appeared, 
and though we had done very little in the darkness, 
yet we believed ourselves to be safe enough from pursuit. 
After a couple of hours' rest we resolved, in spite of 
the heat, to press on again, and, going rather slowly, 
we and our horses were not too hard pressed. About 
four o'clock in the afternoon we again halted, this 
time for about an hour, and then, as our horses did 
not seem to suffer overmuch from the want of food 
and water — they were desert horses, one must remember 
— we again mounted and continued our journey to the 
south. 

It was, I should say, a little past five o'clock in the 
afternoon when Mac, who had halted for a moment to 
look to the north, shouted to us that the spahis were 
coming. We turned, and saw, a long distance away, 
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for the atmosphere was very clear, a party of mounted 
soldiers advancing on our tracks. There was no use 
in tiring our horses and ourselves by an attempted 
flight; we understood quite plainly that the native 
cavalrymen were certain to overtake us, and it was 
just as well to await them where we stood. We dis- 
mounted, hobbled our horses, and came together for 
consultation. The corporal said : 

"We must stand at least ten paces apart from one 
another, unless they charge; in that case we must 
stand back to back." 

" Give your orders, corporal," I said, " and we will 
obey." 

" Yes," assented Mac ; " there must be a commanding 
officer in every battle." 

" Very good," said the corporal " You, Mac, go ten 
paces to the right ; you stay here, mademoiselle ; you " 
— this to me — " go ten paces farther to the left ; and I 
place myself at the extreme left, so we shall offer bad 
targets, especially for cavalry." 

When we had ranged ourselves as ordered our 
enemies were close enough for us to note their numbers ; 
they were a dozen in all. 

" Why," shouted Mac, " it's only a corporal's squad ; 
we're a corporal's squad ourselves, boys, and we're whites." 

" As soon as you think you can hit a man or horse 
fire," commanded the corporal. 

In a moment or two I heard a report on the right 
Mac, one of the best shots in our old battalion, had fired, 
and the result was of good omen. A horse fell heavily 
in the advance, pitching his rider forward, a second 
stumbled over the first, sta^ered to the left, and 
brought down a third. We cheered as we saw this, 
and the rest of the little troop pulled up for a moment. 
As they did so the corporal and I fired. A man tumbled 
out of his saddle on their right ; in the centre a horse, 
mad with the sudden shock and the pain of the bullet, 
suddenly ran away with its rider. They passed not more 
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than fifty yards to our right, and Mac's rifle spoke again : 
the spahi flung up his hands and fell forward on his 
horse's neck. 

"Well done, Mac," I shouted out, **we can easily 
whip them now." 

As I spoke I dropped on one knee and levelled my 
rifle at the little knot of men and horses. The corporal 
and I fired almost together, and though no man or 
horse fell, yet we felt certain that some damage was 
done. We knew quite well, as every soldier knows, 
that a wounded horse will not always fall and that 
an Arab will sit in his saddle with more than one 
bullet in his body. One result our fire had, it caused 
the spahis to withdraw out of range, and this gave us 
a respite. One will ask: Why did not the cavalry 
return our fire? Well, it would do them no good. 
Our weapons killed at a much longer range than 
theirs; for two reasons — first, the rifle always carries 
farther than the carbine; and, second, our weapons 
were of later pattern and, therefore, better than theirs. 

We could now reckon up our successes. To Mac's 
first shot three horses and three men had fallen ; of 
these two horses and one man remained on the ground. 
My first shot had sent a horse careering madly over 
the desert, and Mac's second had put his rider out of 
the fight. The corporal had also brought down a 
man, but this fellow had been carried away by his 
comrades. As for the last shots, there was no ap- 
parent result, but we believed that some damage had 
been done by them. Anyway three men and three 
horses were accounted for, and we who had driven 
back a dozen spahis had no fear of only nine, though 
we were not such fools as to imagine that these hot- 
blooded Arabs were more than temporarily discom- 
fited by our success. 

Very soon the Arabs again advanced, but in a 
different fashion. Instead of now coming forward in 
a bunch they separated widely over the plain, so as 



292 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

to form a great half- circle in our front and our 
flanks. 

" Don't throw away a shot/' commanded the corporal. 
And then, hesitating for a moment, he continued : " Let 
us draw closer together — this is the grand attack — ^if 
they don't come home now in their charge, they will 
never do it" 

We all closed in on Giulia ; we formed a lozenge or 
diamond in array. I looked straight towards the north, 
the corporal to the west, Mac to the east, and Giulia 
was just at my back, but looking past me at the quickly- 
moving spahis. Our bayonets were fixed. Suddenly 
one of the spahis, the corporal, I suppose, uttered a loud 
cry and chaiged. All the rest followed his example, 
and in a moment the nine were within long range. We 
fired and loaded, fired again and loaded again. I can- 
not say how often this occurred, but I saw a horse fall 
in my front to my second bullet, and soon afterwards 
I knew that two men at least were charging home. As 
they came with levelled lances I heard the corporal 
say: 

" Mine are settled ; Tm with you ; Mac's all right ; 
come out and meet them." 

We went out together ; as we did the corporal com- 
manded : 

" Go to the right ; shoot your man if you can, if not, 
use your bayonet." 

I fired and missed. I met the lowered lance with my 
bayonet, and, like a fool, turned it up; the spahi let 
it go and swung the heavy butt downwards and to his 
right rear. I could not avoid the blow; it took me 
fairly on the breast, sending me to the ground. As he 
pulled at the reins to get his charger back I heard a 
sharp report, followed by another : my enemy collapsed 
and fell. As I rose painfully to my feet, feeling as if 
a ton weight were laid upon my chest, Giulia caught 
me in her arms and asked with anxiety if I were hurt. 
" Not much," I answered : " but where are the others ? " 
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I saw Mac a few paces away aiming at a retiring spahi ; 
turning round I saw the English corporal wiping his 
bayonet; near him lay a dead soldier. On the plain 
at various distances lay men and horses; farther off 
than these the remains of the spahis had assembled 
— one mounted and three dismounted men. 

" What happened to you, mon camarade ? " said the 
corporal. 

"Oh, I replied, "like a fool I turned the lance up 
instead of down ; he then struck me with the butt, 
and Giulia shot him just in time to save me." 

"It seems to me," said the corporal, speaking in 
French, " that Madame Julie is always saving your life." 

" Yes," I replied, smiling ; " and I would rather owe 
it to her than to anyone else." 

We were now quite satisfied. It was absolutely im- 
possible for the four survivors to attack us with any 
hope of success owing to our weapons. They were 
quite aware of this ; in fact, they were in difficulties 
now, for the question arose for them : How were they 
to get back to the cantonment ? Their horses were 
dead or wounded, for all we knew the men might be 
wounded as well, and the spahis could not by any 
chance like the prospect of meeting in the desert any 
of their co-religionists who had remained unsubdued. 

One thing we had to do, and do quickly. This was 
to get away as far as possible from the remnants of the 
spahis. If we remained in their vicinity until darkness 
came we should lose all the advantage of our superior 
weapons, and we were well aware that the native troops 
are daring and skilful fighters with cold steel. Moreover, 
it is the Arab nature to lust for vengeance, especially 
on Christians, though our Christianity was of a rather 
shadowy nature, more than to love even his life, and 
these men had sufficient reason to hate us. Accordingly 
we mounted and turned our weary horses' heads again 
towards the south, going at an easy pace, and now and 
again looking back to see if there were new pursuers 
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on our track. When we had gone some distance and 
had lost sight of the defeated spahis, the corporal said : 
" Let us turn to the right ; if new men have come up to 
the others, they will go due south." The advice seemed 
good, so we went westwards for about two hours, and 
then halted to rest ourselves and our horses. We were 
very thirsty now, but Mac told us to our great delight 
that he had taken two water bottles from dead spahis. 

" Why did you not tell us before ? " asked the corporal. 

" I thought it best to wait, and, besides," he answered, 
^' I was thinking more about pursuit than about even 
the water." 

We very soon half emptied one, Giulia getting the 
first and largest drink, and then we poured into this 
bottle the contents of the spirit flask that Giulia had 
brought. 

" Now, madame," said the corporal, " you shall have 
the bottle of water for yourself, we will be satisfied with 
the other." 

This was a very good arrangement. Giulia did not 
like eau-de-vie and we did ; moreover, Giulia wanted 
more liquid in the desert than three veteran campaigners. 

At about two o'clock in the morning we set out again, 
and travelled very slowly in a south-westerly direction. 
Our horses were beginning to show signs of failing, and 
we eagerly scanned the desert all around us after the 
sun had risen to try to discover signs of an oasis or 
even of a caravan. Our steeds would soon give up the 
struggle, that we knew, and we could scarcely hope to 
keep it up on foot for more than twenty-four hours. 
Now one must not imagine that we were hopeless. On 
the contrary, we felt that fortune, having befriended us 
so long, would not now abandon us. We thought of the 
difficulties surmounted in the escape and of the good 
fight which we had made against our pursuers, and 
with such recent memories our spirits could not be 
cast down. We had a little food, a little drink, good 
weapons, and enough of ammunition. We knew that 
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every man could trust his comrades, and so, while our 
horses lasted, and for at least a day afterwards, we could 
laugh at Fate. 

Sp we jogged along for some time after dawn, rested 
for an hour, and then pushed on again. About midway 
between sunrise and noon Mac, whose eyes were as 
keen as a vulture's, cried out : 

" At last, boys, at last ; look yonder." 

We looked, and saw a slowly-moving object There 
was no doubt about what it was, our path would soon 
intersect that of a caravan. When the parties met one 
of two things would be our portion — safety or death — 
for, if we could not get water and food in hospitable 
fashion, we had no resource but to fight for them, and 
desert fights are serious. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

T SAID to the Englishman : 

^ " Let us halt, eat, and drink ; we shall then be better 

able to fight, if fighting should be necessary/' 

" That is right," replied the corporal ; " we will finish 
all our provisions and all the water, even madame's." 

" Yes," I said ; " we shall soon have as much as we 
need, or we shall need nothing." 

We dismounted, divided the scanty remains of the 
food into four equal portions, and all ate slowly and 
enjoyingly. Then we drank all the water left in Giulia's 
bottle, sharing it as fairly as we could when we had 
no measure and had to guess at the total amount and 
then at each one's share. As for the little stock of 
brandy and water, that, on Mac's suggestion, was to 
be kept until we were nearer the caravan and, there- 
fore, nearer the fight that might ensue. Giulia would 
take none, but we others were very glad we had it, 
not that we wanted brandy to nerve us for the fray, 
but a little does one no harm just before the beginning 
of an engagement. After the meal we filled our pipes 
and lit them with one of the few matches that Mac 
had in his pockets when we came away from the 
cantonment, then we mounted again, and rode slowly 
towards the point where we had resolved to strike 
the path of the caravan. 

As we went along we observed that it was not a 
large company, and this made us naturally glad. We 
only hoped now that there might be many women 
and children and slaves ; if so, our chances of success 
either by fair means or by foul would be vastly in- 
creased. Very soon we saw a couple of camels with 
riders coming towards us, and we knew that we had 
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been observed and that our friends of the caravan were 
curious to find out the meaning of our little party 
traversing the desert The camelmen rode up to within 
easy range, but it was not our business to begin a fight. 
We did not even call out to them ; it was better, as 
the corporal said, to let them go back and report, 
and then we should see what the main body would do. 
When the Arabs, for such they evidently were, had 
observed us closely for some minutes they turned and 
rode back upon their comrades. These had halted, 
and as we were now in full view we halted too. As 
we dismounted the corporal said : 

" Now for the last drink." 

" Not the last, I hope," said Mac. 

" Oh, who the devil knows and who the devil cares ? " 
answered the Englishman. Then, as if ashamed of 
showing any emotion, he went on : " I beg your pardon, 
I could not help speaking so hastily just now; I am 
irritable, but I promise you I shall be cool enough in 
the fight." 

" Oh, it's all right," replied Mac ; " IVe often been 
a bit hasty myself." 

Giulia, scarcely understanding, looked at me with 
a puzzled air. When I smiled at her she smiled back 
at me, her confidence restored. 

When we had drunk the brandy and water I asked 
the corporal whether or not we should fight the desert 
Arabs as we had fought the spahis. 

" Certainly yes," he replied ; " we did well in the 
rehearsal, may we not hope to do even better now?" 

"I think so," I answered; "you see it is no longer 
a plan ; it is now, as it were, a piece of drill that we 
have learned." 

" Yes," said Mac ; " we can go through it now as a 
soldier goes through the bayonet exercise ; yes, let 
us fight as we fought before." 

"If the battle does not go well," said Giulia, "you 
must not forget me." 



298 A MODERN LEGIONARY 

" But no," I answered her, " but no ; that is the one 
thing that we others are always thinking about. You 
must be saved, even though safety lay only in death/' 

" But the work must be done thoroughly," she insisted* 

" Madame need not fear," said the corporal, speaking 
in a low voice ; " even were I in my death agony, I 
should have strength enough left to kill." 

"So should I," said Mac, "but I'd be sorry all the 
same." I was about to speak, but Giulia put her 
finger on my lips, and said : 

" I am well content, I am almost happy." 

Very soon a number of men, some on camels, others 
on horses, rode out from the caravan towards us. Our 
horses were hobbled, as we preferred to fight on foot. 
We were infantrymen by training, and, even had we 
been of the cavalry, we could get no good from our 
chargers after the long journey without food or water. 
When we ranged ourselves in open order the oncoming 
Arabs halted, and evidently consulted together. After 
a few moments of deliberation they divided into two 
parties, each about half-a-dozen strong, and prepared 
to attack us on both flanks. When the party on the 
right came within long range Mac called out: 

" Am I to fire, corporal ? " 

" Yes ; when you think you can hit man or camel 
or horse," replied the Englishman. 

Almost immediately afterwards Mac fired, but no 
result seemed to follow the shot He fired a second 
time, and brought down a man who was riding on a 
camel somewhat in advance of the others, brandishing 
a lance. A hurried volley came towards us now, but 
the range was too great for their guns, and we did not 
even hear the whistle of the bullets. The corporal and 
I had already begun to fire on the party approaching 
our left, and very soon a hot fusilade was going on. 
Luckily for us our opponents did not attempt to 
charge; they foolishly depended on their fire arms, 
with the result that we had emptied three saddles 
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before their bullets began to hiss past our ears. When 
at last their bullets began to be unpleasantly per- 
ceptible the nearest Arab was full 300 yards away, 
and not one of us had been touched. We were now 
warming to the work, and at such a range in so clear 
an atmosphere it was easy for our rifles to tell. Not 
more than a dozen shots had whizzed past our heads 
when the Arabs were forced to retire, leaving five 
men on the plain, while two camels sprawling on the 
ground and two horses standing shivering with hanging 
heads told us that the animals had suffered as well as 
the men. As the Arabs galloped away we fired once 
or twice at their backs, but it is very hard for a soldier 
to hit a horse or a man going away from him. 

We came together for a council of war. We at 
length decided to give them half- an -hour to re- 
commence the attack ; if they did not assail us again 
within that time, or if they should continue their 
journey, we were then to assault the caravan. The 
plain fact was that we had to get possession of the 
caravan ; if we did not, our horses would fail, and we, 
on foot in the desert, should have no chance of 
saving our lives. Moreover, we felt justified in acting 
as highway robbers, for the Arabs had deliberately 
halted, and then sallied forth to take our lives, so as 
to possess themselves of our horses and arms. For 
me there was another thought : if the fight had gone 
s^ainst us, as it might easily have done if the Arabs 
had had sense enough to scatter and then to come 
straight home in a charge, Giulia would have had to die. 
There was no other resource. We Europeans could not 
endure the thought that a woman of our own blood, 
of our own colour, of our own ideas, should become 
the slave of a Bedouin of the desert. 

We did not have to wait long. Ten men, five on 
camels, five on horseback, rode out from the caravan 
and started in a headlong charge against us. They 
began to gallop at a very long distance off, and this 
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was lucky for us, for when the horses arrived at our 
position they were quite blown. Our rifles spoke 
quickly and well. There was no aiming at individuals, 
all we tried to do was to put as many bullets as we 
could into the moving mass before it could reach our 
bayonets. We were in close order now, with Giulia 
in the rear. In spite of all our efforts the Arabs 
reached the spot where we were, but neither horse 
nor camel would come upon the steel. All swerved 
aside, and the Arabs, firing from the backs of their 
animals, tried to shoot us down. But our rifles were 
better, far better, and we were steady as rocks upon 
the ground. Moreover, Giulia's revolvers were emptied, 
all save one chamber, and that was kept for herself. 
I cannot tell about my comrades, except that each 
did his duty, but I can tell what happened to myself. 
An Arab mounted on a camel tried to reach me with 
his spear; I lunged at his camel's snout, and got my 
bayonet well home. The terrified animal drew back, 
and as it did so I shot its rider dead. A second 
Arab, who had dismounted, or whose horse had been 
shot, came at me with a scimitar. But it was of no 
use ; the long rifle and bayonet got in twice*-once, as 
I had been taught long before, on the face, the second 
time full in the region of the heart. That ended my 
fighting for the day. The attack was over. One Arab 
was galloping away, but not so fast that a bullet from 
Mac's rifle could not reach him ; two or three wounded 
who were trying to go off were soon settled by the 
English corporal and myself. We had no mercy in 
our hearts; they would not give us quarter, and we 
would give none to them. Not a man of the ten who 
attacked us escaped, and had a hundred others been 
in our power at the time we should have slain them all. 
It was now our turn to attack. We mounted our 
horses, having first freed them from their hobbles, and 
advanced as quickly as the poor brutes could move 
towards the place where the caravan lay. When we 
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came within about 500 yards of it three or four Arabs 
opened fire. Mac and the English corporal dismounted 
and returned the fire with success. After a few shots 
two of the Arabs fell, and then the shooting ceased. 
An old man, evidently a sheik, came forward with his 
hands raised above his head and spoke to us in Arabic. 
The corporal knew a few words of the language, and 
told him that we wanted water and food. When the 
sheik heard this he offered us all that the caravan 
had of what we required, and begged us to spare the 
lives of all who surrendered. This we promised to 
do, and in a quarter of an hour we were furnished 
Mrith four fresh saddle - horses and two others for 
burden, with enough of food to last a fortnight, and 
a fair supply of water. We left the horses that had 
hitherto borne us to the beaten party ; they were 
worn out, and, besides, they bore the stamp of the 
French Government. We took clothing also from four 
of the dead men, and afterwards found an opportunity 
of changing our uniform — of course, only kepi, tunic, 
and trousers — for an attire more befitting the desert 
and, therefore, less noticeable in it Even Giulia, the 
while we turned our backs, put on an Arab dress, 
and many merry compliments we paid her about it. 

When we left the caravan we pushed south at full 
speed for half- an -hour. Then turning to the west 
we went on at a fairly quick pace for more than two 
hours. As we might by that time consider that we 
had reached a place of comparative safety we halted 
for a rest. We had made a good meal of dates, bread 
and water after seizing the caravan, and so felt no 
hunger, but we soldiers — pretended Arabs I suppose 
we ought to call ourselves now — were glad to fill our 
pipes and talk over the two excellent fights we had 
made, for liberty first, and then for life. But we did 
not halt long ; we had still to go farther west, and then 
to turn our horses' heads north for Morocco. This 
dangerous way through savage Sahara and almost as 
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savage Morocco was for us the one way of escape, 
the one way of safety, the one way that would bring 
us back to civilisation and to happiness. Yet, dangerous 
as it was, we were filled with high hopes of success. 
All our undertakings had prospered, somehow or 
other ; each one felt that there was no danger in the 
world that he and his good comrades could not over- 
come. And I am the sole survivor — but why should I 
anticipate ? 

For three days we travelled due west, caring our 
horses and sparing our supplies. Then we came upon 
an oasis, at which we refilled our water bottles. Luckily, 
there was not a soul at it or in sight, for we had no 
desire, now that we were sufficiently well equipped 
with atl that we wanted, to try conclusions again with 
the fighting men of the desert Our only wish at the 
time was to travel without attracting the observation 
of any. Then we turned towards the north-west and 
went slowly and cautiously along. We knew that soon 
we should be in the land of the Moors, but we were 
not so foolish as to believe that we should find a settled 
government there. We were quite well aware that 
most of the tribes south of the Atlas Mountains yield 
obedience only to their own chiefs, but we had no 
fear of the agricultural people. The only ones likely to 
attack us were the nomadic Arabs, and most of these 
would be left behind by us along with the desert. One 
must remember that in the Sahara there is but one 
law, the law of force, the plunderer of to-day is often 
the plundered of to-morrow. Where all are robbers, 
robbery is no reproach. In Morocco, however, even 
south of the Atlas Mountains, people have settled down 
in villages, poor and dirty it is true, but stili homes. 
Where men have houses, ploughs, and oxen they begin 
to be civilised, and one may generally pass along without 
molestation. One must pay his way, of course, and 
we had money enough to do that, as Giulia had taken 
alt her savings with her. True, our money mi|^t 
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excite their cupidity, but then we need never show 
much at a time, and we presented all the appearance 
of a party that could defend its possessions. The 
English corporal and Mac did look really formidable ; 
their beards had not been shaved since we came away, 
and I in fun nicknamed Mac the "hirsute tiger" and 
the corporal the "shaggy lion." They laugh^ at the 
names and at one another, and when the jest was 
explained to Giulia she laughed too, but not, as I 
noticed, with the same heartiness as of old. Poor 
girl ! she was not at all well. Her strength was reduced, 
and the troubles, the anxieties, the privations of her 
life in the desert, following upon her agony before and 
during my trial, were beginning to tell seriously upon 
her, and I could do nothing to spare her in the 
least I 

As we were riding along together one day the 
corporal said — in English, so that Giulia might not 
understand : 

"It is all very well for you, Jean — you ought to be 
happy because you have escaped death — but what are 
Mac and I to do if we ever escape from the desert ? " 

I did not say anything in reply, but Mac spoke. 

" I am satisfied if I can get home to Ireland once 
more'; once there I will think twice before again be- 
coming an exile." 

" Very good," answered the corporal ; " but I have 
no home to go to." 

"Can you not go to the United States," I asked, 
" and make a new home there ? " 

" Yes, yes, I have thought of that ; but " 

He said no more, and we all rode silently on for a 
time. 

That night, when Mac called me for my turn of 
guard, he said : 

" Did you notice how queer the corporal was to-day ? " 

" Oh yes ; and so did Giulia. She asked me if there 
was anything wrong, and I knew not what to tell hen" 
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'' Ma foi/' said Mac, ^ I see trouble ahead. Believe 
me, there will be at least one more fight, and 'twill 
be for the corporal's satisfaction this time." 

" I can't help it," I replied ; " he fought for me, and 
if he wants me I'll fight for him." 

" So will I," answered Mac. " Good night" 

About two days afterwards we came to a little village, 
and boldly demanded food, water and lodging. We 
promised to pay for all we got, but we took care to 
drive a hard bargain, so that they might think us poorer 
than we were. People will tell you about Arabian 
and Moorish and Turkish hospitality, but then these 
have never been with Arabs or Moors or Turks; if 
they had been, they would know that such hospitality 
has its price and that the price is limited by two things 
only — ^the wealth and the cunning of the purchaser. 
Of course, we kept the usual watches that night ; we 
thought we were safe, but one can never be safe enough. 

Next morning we got ready to depart. Giulia, Mac, 
and I had gone slightly in advance, Mac and I leading 
the horses that carried our supplies. The corporal was 
last. Suddenly we heard a woman's cry, then a loud 
oath and a shriek, and, looking back, we saw the Eng- 
lishman lifting an Arab, or rather a Berber, woman to 
his saddle. Just as he succeeded a native rushed at 
him with a spear and stabbed him twice in the side. 
The corporal let go his hold of the woman and tried 
to unsling his rifle, but was unable to do so before the 
Berber thrust at him again, and brought him heavily 
to the ground. I had meanwhile dropped the bridle of 
the horse that I was leading and turned back. My rifle 
was unslung in a moment, and I fired at almost point- 
blank range at the Berber, just as he was preparing to 
drive his weapon home again in the body of my prostrate 
comrade. He flung up his arms and stumbled forward, 
tripping over the corporal. I rode back to help the 
Englishman, but it was too late ; he was dead. Mean- 
while shots began to fly round us ; all the villagers were 
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aroused by the outcry and the report of my rifle. Mac 
shouted to me to come away ; there was no hope save 
in instant flight. I turned again, and regained Giulia's 
side, only to find that the pack-horses had stampeded. 
Mac fired at the crowd of natives, with what success I 
know not, and then the three of us galloped away at 
top speed, followed as we went by a dropping fire. 

When we had got about half-a-mile from the village 
we looked back, and saw we were pursued. Six or 
eight Berbers were on our trail, and were evidently 
determined to take vengeance on us for the corporal's 
rashness. Our horses were quite fresh, and we pushed 
on, as it would not do to fight too near their village, 
for then they might be so reinforced that all hope of 
success on our part would disappear. If we could only 
get the half-dozen or so that followed us sufliciently 
far away we could enter into a fight with confidence. 
We had the European's usual contempt for savages, 
and our two previous fights had given us a wonderful 
amount of faith in ourselves and our weapons. True 
our fighting power had been much diminished by the 
death of the Englishman, for the loss of one rifle was 
serious m so small a band; but, even so, Mac and I 
were quite sure that we could first stall off" the grand 
attack, and then inflict such damage on our opponents 
that they, or what was left of them, would be glad 
enough to retire. 

We had gone thus about five or six miles when Mac 
called to Giulia and me to pull up. " No," I shouted ; 
" let us press on a little farther." Mac shook his head. 
I saw that he was very pale; the fear that another 
comrade was passing away took instant possession of 
my heart. When we halted the pursuing Berbers 
were not more than half-a-mile away ; they were six 
in number, and kept close together. 

" What is wrong ? " I asked. 

" I was hurt," Mac replied, " in the firing at the village, 
and I could not go farther at that pace." 

u 
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"Where did you get it?" 

" In the right side." And he held his hands pressed 
upon his body just above the right groin. 

" It is all right," he went on. " I can get through this 

fight, but after " He stopped, smiled feebly, and 

shook his head. In a moment I had taken off his belt, 
opened his clothes, and looked for the wound. It was 
a small one, just a little hole in the side, with scarcely 
any outlSow of blood. This made me serious. I had 
often seen similar ones, and I knew, as all soldiers do, 
that the wound that does not bleed outwardly bleeds 
inwardly, and is the most dangerous for the sufferer and 
the most difficult for the surgeon. 

" Never mind," said Mac ; ** you can do nothing — at 
least you cannot until we have beaten off these rascals. 
Do not weep, petite," he said to Giulia ; ** 1 now repay 
you for all your kindness to me when my pay was 
stopped." 

This only made Giulia weep all the more. Poor girl, 
it was for her a morning of tribulation^ 

But the work had to be done. We all lay down 
close together, and as soon as the Berbers came within 
easy range Mac and I opened fire. The fight was like 
both the others, except that these Berbers, being village- 
bred agriculturists, did not try to charge us with so 
much resolution as either the spahis or the Bedouins. 
They fired upon us for some time, but Mac and I were 
too well armed to mind much the popping of their guns, 
and when we had shot three men and a couple of 
horses the survivors withdrew. Then Mac insisted 
that we should mount and go forward again, because, 
as he truly said, if others came up they might attack 
us in that place, but the sight of their dead comrades 
would scarcely impel them to pursue. Giulia and I 
could not deny this. It was apparent that the be^t 
chance of safety lay in leaving the field to the dead 
and making good our retreat before the Berbers learned 
that another man of ours had been placed Aors de com- 
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bat. Nevertheless, it was with heavy hearts that we 
remounted. It pained Giulia and myself to see the 
changed look in our good comrade's eyes ; his forced 
smile made us sad, for the thought crossed our minds 
that soon we should be alone together in a savage land, 
without a friend, and almost without hope. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

\X^E struggled on together for about half-an-hour. 
Then Mac said that he could go no farther, and 
Giulia and I lifted him out of the saddle and placed 
him tenderly on the ground. I asked him if he were 
in much pain ; he said that he felt very little, but that 
his lower limbs were becoming numbed. 

" The end cannot be far off," he went on, " and, when 
I am gone, take my rifle and cartridges, and put as 
great a distance as possible between yourselves and 
the Berbers." 

"Do not think of us," I replied, "think of yourself; 
you have but a short time to make your peace with 
God." 

He said nothing to me, but I saw his lips moving 
in quiet prayer. After some time he said : 

" Good-bye, my good comrades ; it is nearly over." 

Giulia was weeping, and there were tears also in my 
eyes. I pressed his hand, and Giulia, bending down, 
kissed him on the forehead. A moment after he 
ejaculated : " O Lord, have mercy." And at the words 
his gallant spirit passed away. 

We were now lonely indeed. In one morning Giulia 
and I had lost our two companions — the two men 
who did not hesitate to risk their lives, as they used 
to put it, for the comrade in trouble and the woman 
in distress. The outlook that had been so favourable 
the day before was now dark and gloomy. Two-thirds 
of our fighting strength had gone ; but that was not 
the worst : we missed even more the ruined English- 
man's stern manner and stout heart, the laughing 
Irishman's constant wit on the march and steady 

308 
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earnestness in the fight. Both were good friends, of 
totally different natures, yet equally sympathetic ; each 
made up for what the other lacked. One never minded 
the gloom that too often sat upon the corporal's brow 
in listening to the ceaseless jesting and careless laughter 
of the simple soldier; and when the fight came one 
felt that Mac would care, and care well, for his share 
of it, but that the Englishman, while working as a 
fighting man, was planning as our qhief. 

People will say : Oh, but you were once sergeant- 
major, and why did not you command rather than 
the corporal? Well, for two good reasons. First, if 
I had once been sergeant-major, he had once been 
captain. Second, somebody had to be close to Giulia 
in every fight, for reasons that may be guessed — and 
who had a better right to be at her side than I ? 

There was no time for us to bury poor Mac, even 
had I pick and shovel for the work. Anyway, no 
soldier thinks much about where his body will lie after 
death : no grave at all is as good as a place in a trench 
where hundreds of others are pressing and crowding 
around. When you have once seen a battlefield grave, 
where three or four hundred lie like sardines in a tin, 
you will find little, if indeed any, poetry in the words 
"God's acre." Not that the burial party should be blamed, 
be it well understood. Oh no ! they must think of the 
living, especially the wounded, and in a hot climate 
quick burial is the only thing to prevent a pestilence 
of the sun. 

Giulia and I managed to go about twelve kilometres 
farther on our road that day. I did not want to go 
so far, but she insisted. She knew, as I did, that she 
was not in a fit state to travel such a distance ; but 
some fear of the Berbers who had killed our comrades 
had taken possession of her heart, and she would not, 
nay, she could not, rest until we were quite safe from 
further pursuit. But she could not hold out very long ; 
at last even to sit her horse when going at a mere 
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walking pace was too much for* her strength, and she 
was compelled to yield to my entreaties and to dis- 
mount and rest. Poor girl! she was very nervous 
and excited, Even the struggles that ended in com- 
plete success had tried her too much, and now she felt 
with tenfold anxiety and apprehension the death of the 
two loyal, brave,^ and generous comrades who had been 
so suddenly lost. And a woman always feels the loss 
of a friend more than a man does, because a man can 
easily get another, but a women must be always 
suspicious of those who tender her friendship, lest 
there be poison in the gift. 

That night we could set no guard. Both of us were 
weary in spirit and in body. There was no one to re- 
lieve me if I watched, and Giulia could not rest unless 
I was so near that her hand could always touch me. I 
thought of a plan : it was to picket the horses so that 
there should be no danger of losing them, and then to 
withdraw about four hundred yards from the spot where 
they were placed. The horses might attract enemies 
in the night, but if we were some distance away, we 
ought to be in comparative safety. Giulia assented ; 
and when I had settled the horses for the ciight I 
helped her to a spot a good distance from them, and 
after a little interval, during which Giulia wept and I 
comforted her as best I could, we lay down to rest in 
the desert side by side. As I was sleeping, as a soldier 
sleeps who has learned to rest with aching body or even 
with aching heart, Giulia clasped me by the shoulder, 
and brought me back to active thought and life. 

"What! is there an attack?" And I tried for my 
rifle in the dark. 

"No, no! oh no! it is not that. I am ill; oh, what 
shall J do I " 

But I will not tell the story. The night wore on, 
and when dawn came it was only to show me that 
the best of all my comrades, the comrade who made 
life happy and a thing of joy, the woman who had 



A MODERN LEGIONARY 311 

loved and trusted, ever true, ever unchanging, was 
about to pass out of my life for ever. The end came 
shortly after the dawn. It was quiet, for poor Giulia 
was worn out with all that she had gone through, and, 
when all was over, Arab or Berber or robber of the 
road might take my life, and I should not resist. What 
was the good of life since I had lost my love ? 

All that day I stayed quietly by the dead body of 
my dear one. I forgot the horses ; I forgot the danger 
of attack ; I forgot all things save that I was at last 
alone, really alone, in the world. I thought of those 
whom I had loved and lost — Nicholas the Russian, 
the English corporal, Mac; but every moment my 
thoughts reverted to the greatest loss of all — the loss 
of her whose corpse, pale and bloodless, it is true, 
but with an indefinable beauty of feature and expression, 
lay quiet and still upon the sand. 

In the evening I dug a grave with my bayonet, 
and gently, tenderly, laid there to rest the remains of 
her who had loved me with so great a love. 
• •*••.. . 

There is little more to be said. I had no difficulty 
in making my way to Tangier. I was not molested, 
nor did I molest anyone. The only thought in my 
mind was to get as far away as possible from Africa — 
the land for me of so many chances and changes, of 
exquisite love and still more exquisite sorrow. I was 
hopeless, heartless, not in the sense that I was heartless 
to others — I was heartless only for myself. 

From Tangier I crossed to Spain, and there found 
a relation at Salamanca — one of those men who, studying 
for the priesthood, choose the foreign colleges rather 
than Maynooth. He helped me with money to reach 
Ireland, but from him, as from all others, I kept the 
true story, the story, I may now say, of " twenty golden 
years ago." 
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Zzfo, xos, 6d, 

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY OF 

THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited by E. 
Dbnison Ross. Pott Zvo, Cloth, is. 6d. 
net; leather, as. 6d. net. [Little library. 
Beec]li]lg(H.C.),M. A.,Canon of Westminster. 
LYRA SACRA : A Book of Sacred Verse. 
With an Introduction and Notes. Pott Zvo. 
CL* 9S,\ leather, sf.&/.[Libn)ry of Devotion. 

BeluneniJaoob). thesupbrsensual 
LIFE. Edited by Bernard Holland. 
Pea/, Zvo. 3X. 6d. 



Beiloo (HUaire). Paris. With Maps uid 

Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 6s.- 
Ballot (H. H. L.), M.A. THE INNER 

AND MIDDLE TEMPLE. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 6s, net. 
See also L. A. A. JoneS. 

Bennett (W. H.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. Second Edition, Crown 
Zvo. as. 6d. 

Bennett (W. H.) and Adeney (W. F.). A 

BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Crown 
Zvo. fs. 6d. 
Benson <A.G.X M.A. A LIFE OF LORD 
TENNYSON. With 9lUustntions. Pea/, 
Zvo. Cloth, y. 6d,; Leather,^, net. 

[Little Biographies. 

Benson (R. M.). THE way of holi- 

NESS : a Devofional Commentary on the 
xx9th Psalm. Crown Zvo, s*. 
Bernard (E. R.X M. A., Canon of Salisbury. 
THE ENGLISH SUNDAY. Pea^ 9vo, 
IS. 6d. 

Bertonehe JBaroness de). the life 

OF FATHER IGNATIUS. With Illus. 
trations. Demy 809. xor. 6d, net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Betlinne-Baker (J. F.), M.A., Fellow of 

Pembroke College, Cambridge. A HIS- 
TORY OF EARLY CHRISTIAN DOC- 
TRINE. Demy Zvo, xos. 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 
Bidez (BL). See Parmentier. 

Bins (C. B. D.), B. D. THE EPISTLE TO 
T:HE PHILIPPIANS. Withan Introduc- 
tion and Notes Pea/, Zvo. ts. 6d. net. 

[Churchman's Bible. 

BbuUey(T. Herbert), B.D. the oecu- 

MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 
- Crown Zvo, 6s, 

A historical account of the Creeds. 

Blnyon (Laurence), the death of 

Ai>AM, AND OTHER POEMS. Second 
Edition. Crown Zvo. y. 6d, net. 

Blair (Boliert). the grave : « Poem. 

Illustrated by xa Etchings executed by 
Louis Schiavonbttt, from the original 
inventions of William Blake. With an 
Engraved Title -Page and a Portrait of 
BlaJce by T. Phillips, R.A. Pea/. Zvo. 
y, 6d, net 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper with India Proofs and a duplicate set 
of plates, ty, net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Blake (WUUam). illustrations OF 

THE BOOK OF JOB. Invented and 
Engraved b^. Fcaf. Zv4. y. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper with India proofs and a duplicate set of 
plates, ty.net (Illustrated Pocket Library. 
SELECTIONS. Edited by M. Prruginl 
Small Pott Zvo. ts. 6d, net ; leather, as, 6et 
net. [Little library. 
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■UadaaAOLX BCA. THE SONG OF 
SONGS. Bemg Sdectkns ham St. Ber- 
HABD, SmmllPHiioa. CUiA,at.: ieaiktr, 
9S» 6tL net, [lifanry of Devotion. 

Eloom (T. HarfM^ bla. shake. 

SPEARE'S GARDEN. With lUnstrations. 

Fta^. 800k af . 6d. ; Umtktr^ y* 64* net, 
BoudmanJJ. &)• S«e W. Frtnch. 
Bodtoy (J. B. CD. Author of* France' THE 

CORONATION OF EDWARD VII. 

J?tmy 8m. axs. n£L By Command of the 

King. 

Body (GeoTfeX D.D. the SOUL'S PIL- 

GRIMAGE : Devotional Readings^ from 
his published and unpublished writings. 
Sdeoted and arranged by J. H. Busn, 
B.D., F.R.6.E. PpiittHK ax,6d. 

Bognr CAinod J.l THE STORY OF 
GENERAL BACON : A Short Account of 
ft Peninsula and Waterloo Veteran. Crmm 
8bv. 6t, ^ 

BOIIA(Caidilua). A GUIDE TO ETER- 
NITY. Edited with an Introduction and 
Notes, by T. W. Stanbkiogk, B.D. Patt 
8Mk CUm, %t. : ItMtktr. as, 6tL net. 

[lifanry of Devotion. 

BOETOir (GOOnO). LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. HiNDBS Gkooms. Two Voimmes, 
SmuUlPeti 8«w. Eiuh v&lmtfUt cUtk, is, 6d, 
net; Uatksr, as. 6d. net. [Uttle Library. 

THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. Smalt Pott ^po. Cloth. \s.6d, 
not; Umthsr, as. 6d. not. [Little Library. 

Boa (J. Bitmna). agricultural 

200L0GY. Translated by J. R. AiNS- 
wosTH Davis, ALA. With an Introduction 
by Eleanok A. Okmbrod, F.E.S. With 
155 Illustrations. Crown tvo. Sscomi 
£dittonm 31; 6d, 

Bottlair (G. Q.\ B.A. JUNIOR LATIN 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fca^, ^, 
Second Etf, is, (Junior Examination Series. 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. Cr. 8tw. as. 

Boulton (E. 8). GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. Crown Bvo. as. 

Bowdea (B. WL% the imitation OF 

BUDDHA : Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Fourth MdUion. Crown i6mo. as.6d, 

Bowmaksr CE.). the housing of 

THE WORKING CLASSES. Crown 
Zvo, as. 6d, [Social Questions S^es. 

Brabant (F. O.X M.A. SUSSEX. lUus- 

trated by E. H. New. Smalt Pott 8cv. 
Clothf 3X. ; leather, y, 6d. net. 

[Little Guides. 

THE ENGLISH LAKES. lUustrated by 

E.H.NBW. Small Pott 800. Cloth, at.; 

leather, 4s. 6d, net. [Little Guides. 

Barodrlok (Vaxy) and Morftoii CAndor- 

Bi A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF 



EGYPTIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. With 
many Illustrations. Crown 8w. 3^. 6A 



BXOtfto CA. 8.), M.A. SLINGSBY AND 
SUN^BY CASTLE. ¥rithmanyIUus. 
trations. Cr. 8ev. ss.net. [Nearly Ready. 

Brooks (B. W.)i See F. J. Hamilton. 

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown 9vo» 6s. 
A Colonial Edition as also published* 

BrowniBf {Boberti selections 

FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF. 
With Introduction and Notes by W. Hall 
Griffin. Small Pott Boo. is. 6d»^ net. ; 
leather, as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

BiicklaiidCFra&cis T.). curiosities 

OF NATURAL HISTORY. ^XOthlllus- 
trations \xv Harry B. Nulson. Crown 

Bnckton (A. M.X THE BURDEN OF 
ENGELA : a Ballad-Epic. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown Zvo. ' %s. 6& net. 

Bodge CB. A. WalUl). THE GODS 
OF THE EGYPTIANS. With over 
100 Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Volumes, Royal 8bw. £3, 3*. net, 

BuUfiydfiaaX See Lady Dilke. 

Banyan (JObB). THE PILGRIM'S pro- 
gress. Edited, with an Introduction. 
byC H. Firth, M.A. With 30 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr, wo. 6f. 

GRACE abounding. Edited by C S. 
Frber, M.A. Small Pott Ivo. Cloth, as. ; 
leathoTt as. 6d. net. [Library of Devotion. 

BOTCll (O. J.X M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Wth 
numerous Illustrations.^ Crown Boo. j^s. 
[University Extenaon Sories. 

B1ITSM8 (GMoU). GOOPS AND HOW 
TO, BE THEM. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Small ^to. 6s. 

Bnm (A. B.), B.D., Examining Chaplain to 
the Bishop of Uchfield. /Jf INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
THE CREEDS. Demy Boo. lor. 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

Bom (J. H.X B.D., A MANUAL OF 
CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS 
AND FATHERS. SmaU Pott Boo. 
Cloth, as, ; leather, as, 6d. net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

Bom (J. B.X B.D. A DAY BOOK FROM 
THE SAINTS AND FATHERS. With 
an Introduction and Notes. SmeUl Pott 
Boo. Cloth, as. ; leather, as. 6d. net» 

[Library of Derotion. 

Bnxnand (Sir F. CV. records and 

REMINISCENCES, PERSONAL AND 
GENERAL. With many Illustrations. 
DemyYvo. TwoVohanes. Second Edition. 
•Sr. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
(BobortX THE POEMS OF. 
Edited by Andrew Lang and W. A. 
Craigis. WithBortnit. Third Edition. 
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Bnxnsldt (W. FA OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY FOR USE IN SCHOOLS. 
Crvwn Bva, of. 6iL 

Barton (jdtnS^ the miutary ad- 
ventures OF JOHNNY new- 
come. With 15 Colowed FUtes by 
T. RowLAMDSON. Fco^. Svo. jt, 6tL net, 
[lUnstntted Pocket Library. 

Oaldeootk (Alfreax D.D. the phil. 

OSOPHY OF religion IN ENG- 
LAND AND AMERICA. Demy Zvo. 
xos, 6d, [Handbooks of TheoIc«y. 

CaldenrOOd (D. fL\ Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School. Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, xs. each. Or 
in three Books, price ad,, ad,, and yL 

Cambridge (Ad[a}[Mr8.CroM]. THIRTY 

YEAR? IN AUSTRALIA. Demy 8tw. 
7X. 6d, 

A Colonial Edition b also published. 

[Nearly Ready. 

CaaningCQeonreX selections from 

THE ANTl.JACOBIN ; with additional 
Poems. Edited by Lloyd Sandbrs. Small 
Pott Zvot chihf x$, 6d, net,: leather, 
as, 6d, net, [Little Library. 

Gapey (B. F. H.X ERASMUS. With xs 
Illustrations. J^ca^, Bvo. Clcth^ jf, 6d, net; 
ieatker, as, net, [Little Biographies. 

Carlyle (niomas). the French 

REVOLUTION. Edited bv C R. L. 
Flbtchbr, Fellow of Magdalen College/ 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Crown Bvo. 16s. 
THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction by 
C. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and Appen- 
dices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three Volumes, 
Demy Bvo, xBs, net, [Nearly Ready. 

Carl7le(B.H.andA.J.),M.A. BISHOP 
LATIMER. With Portrait. Cro/wn dvo, 
3$. 6d, (Leaders of Religion. 

diaimer (G. C.) and Roberts (M. E). 

LACE-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown Svo, as, 6d, 

OheflterfieldCLord), THE letters OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction, by C. Strachev, and Notes by 
A.CALTHROP. Two Volumes. Cr.Bvo, xas, 

Cblistian <F W.X THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 
Maps. Demy Bvo, xas, 6d, net, 

Cieero. DE ORATORE I. Translated by 
E. N. P. MooR| M.A. Crown Bvo, 3s. 6a, 

[Classical Translations. 

SELECT ORATIONS «*«> Milone, Pro 
Murena,Philii»icii.,InCatilinam). Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A., Fellow 
and Tutor of Trinitv Colleffe, Oxford. 
Crown Bvo, w. [Classical Transladons. 

DE NATURA DEORUM. Translated 
by.F. Brooks, M.A., late Scholar of Baltiol 
College, Oxfoid. Crown Bwk xe, 6d. 

[Qassical Tranalattoos. 



DE OFFICIIS. TransUted by 0. B» 
Gardinsr, M.A. Crown Bvo, ». 6d, 

• [Classical TranslatioDs. 

Clarkt (F. A.), M.A. BISHOP KEN. 
With Portrait. Crown Bvo, 3s, 6d, 

[Leaders of Rdigioa. 

Cleatber (A L.) and OmiD» (B.). the 

RING OF THE NIBELUNO : An Inter- 
pretation, embodying Wagner's own ex- 
planations. Second Sd. Crown Bvo, as. 6d, 

THE WAGNER CYCLE. In Three 
Volumes Fcap 8m. xx. 6d, net eoA, 
Vol. 1.— Parsifal, etc. 

OUnclKO.). KENT. Illustrated by F^D. 
Bbdford. Small Pott Boo, Cloth, yt, i 
leather, xs, 6d, net, (Little Guides. 

THE ISLE OF WIGHT. Illustrated by 
F. D. Bedford. Small Pott Bvo, Cloth, 
ys,; ieather,_y. 6d, net, [Little Guides. 

COmi^ (W. T.) and Dnnftaa (A B.). 

EOIMENTARY EXPERIMENTAL 
SCIENCE. Physics by W. T. Clough, 
A.R.CS. Cmbmistrt by A. E. Dunstan, 
B.Sc. With X Diagram. Crown Bvo. bx. 

[Junior School Books. 

00bb(T.). THE CASTAWAYS OF 
MEADOWBANK. Illustrated. Demy 
x6me, as, 6d. (Little Blue Books. 

THE TREASURY OF . PRINCEGATE 
PRIORY. Illustrated. Demy x6mo. as,€d. 

[Little Blue Books. 

THE LOST BALL. Illustrated. Demy 
x6mo. as, 6d. [Little Blue Books. 

CoUillgWOOd (W. O.), M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Cheai Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Ck>mil8CW.E.XM.A. THE BEGINNINGS 
OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. With 
Map. Crown Bvo, xs, 6d, 

[Churchman^s Library. 

CMlonna. hypnerotomachiapoli- 

PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. FoUo, Three Guineas net, 

[Nearly Ready. 

Oombe (WiUiam). THE TOUR OF 

DR. SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF THE 
PICTURESQUE. With 30 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. Fca/, Bvo, 
3f . 6d, net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30^. net, [Illustratd Pocket Library. 

THE TOUR OF DR. SYNTAX IN 
SEARCH OF CONSOLATION. With 
94 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
y, 6d, net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 3or. net, [.Illustrated Poocet Library. 

THE THIRD TOUR OF DR. SYNTAX 
IN SEARCH OF A WIFE. With 94 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 3* . 6d, 
net. 



General Literature 



Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper, aor. net, 

[Illnstlated Pbcket Library. 

THE HISTORY OF JOHNlfY QUAE 

GENUS : The Little Foundting of the late 

Dr. Syntax. With m Coloured Plates by 

ROWLANOSON. FCM^. itfC. V. 6^ Hdt. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
Vaptr, 3or. net. 

[Illostiated Pocket Library. 

THE ENGLISH DANCE OF DEATH, 

from the Desiens of Thomas Rowuindson, 

with Metrical Illustrations by the Author 

of 'Doctor Syntax.' With 74 Coloured 

Pbites. Twc Volnmes. Fcap. He. gt, net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 

paper. 304. f§et, 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

THE DANCE OF LIFE: a Poem. lUus- 

trated with 96 Coloured Engravings by 

Thomas Rowlamx>son. /hi/. Sew. jf.M. 

net' 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 3or. net, 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
Oook (A H.), M. A. See E. C Marchant. 
Cooke-Taylor (B. W.X THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. Crown%vc, sj. 6A 

[Social Questions Series. 

CoMllidbrie). THE passing OF THE 

GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute to the Noble 
Life of Victoria Regina. Small Ato, zx. 
A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Sm.it0. xs. 

Corkran (AUee). MINIATURES. With 

many Illustrations. Dtmy i6mo. ar. 6d, 
net. [little Books on Art. 

L E I G H T O N. With many Illustrations. 
Demy j6m9» ax. &/. net, 

(Little Books on Art. 

Cotes (Bosemary). DANTE'S garden. 

With a Fronuspiece. Second Edition, 
Fcap. 8to. clctk ax. &/. ; leather^ 3X. 6dL 

mt, 

Cowley (Abrabam) THE ESSAYS OF. 

Edited by H. C. Minchin. Small, Pott 
%vo, Clothf zx. 6d, net; leatker^ as. 6d, net, 

[Little Libraiy. 

Coz(J. Gbarles), LL.D.. F.S.A derby. 

SHIRE. Illustrated by J. C. Walu 
Small Pott Bvo. ClotA, 3X. ; leather, is, 6d, 
net. [Little Guides. 

COZ (Harold). 6.A LAND NATIONAL. 
IZATION. Crown Zvo, ax. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

Crabbe (George), SELECTIONS FROM 

THE POEMS OF. Edited by A C. 
Dbanb. Small Pott Bxfo, Cloth, zx. 6d, 
net; leather, ax. 6d. net, [Little Library. 
Graigle(W.A). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Crown Zvo, ax. 6d. 

Gnik (Mr8.x JOHN Halifax, gen. 

TLEMAN. £dited by Annib Mathb- 
90M. Two Volumes, Smmil Pott 8m. 
£ach Folnme, Cloth^ ix. 6d, net; leather, 
ax. 6d, net. [Little Library. 



0ra8hAW(Bi0&ftnlX THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF. E£ted by Edwaxd Hutw 
TON. Small Pott Bm. Cloth^ xx. 6d, net; 
leather, ax. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

Crawford (P.O.). See Mary CDansoa. 

GnunpCB.). See A. L. Cleather. 

OniUTO (X.JL B-X Fellow of AU Sods* Col- 
lege, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF THE 
BOER WAR. With many lUustratioiis, 
Plans, and Portraits, In a vols, VoL I,, zsx. 

Ontta (B. L.), D.D. AUGUSTINE OF 
CANTERBURY. With Portrait. Crown 
8cw. xx. 6<£ [Leaders of Religion. 

DailieU(O.W.),M.A BISHOP WILBSR. 
FORCE. With Ptetrait. Crown tno, 
3x. td, [Leaders of Religion. 

Danion (Kaxy C^ ta4 Crawford (F. 0.)l 

FATHERS In THE FAITH. SmuUlZv*, 

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 
The Italian Text edited by Paqbt 
TovNBBB, M.A, D.Litt. Demy 890. 
Giltto^, Bs,6d. Also, Crown Btfo. 6x. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Caxv. Edited by Paget 
ToYMBBB, M.A., D.Litt. Small Pott 8mw 
Cloth, zx. 6d, net; leather, ax. 6d, net, 

[Little Library. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Tkanslated by H. F. Cary. Edited by 
PAGBTToTNBBB.M.A«,D.Litt. SnutllPott 
8flw. Cloth, zx. 6d.net: leather, ax. 6d, net, 

[Little library-. 

THE PARADISO OP DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pagbt 
ToYNBEB, M.A., D. Utt. Small Pott Svo, 
Cloth, zx. 6d net; leather, ax. 6d. net, 

(Little library* 
See also Paget Toynbee^ 

Darley (CtoorgeX selections FROM 

THE poems of. Edited by R. A. 
Strbatfbild. SnuUl Pott BvOk Cloth, 
zx. 6d, net; leather, ax. 6d, net, 

[Little Library. 

Dayenport (Cyrili mezzotints. 

With 40 Plates in PhotograYure. IVide 
Roval wo, asx. net, ^ 

h\so a limited edition on Jaranese Yellom 
with the Photogravures on India paper. 
Seven Guineas net, [Connoisseurs Ltorary. 
Dawaon (A. J.> , morocco. Being 
a bundle of jottings, notes, impressions, 
tales, and trimites, from the pen of a lover 
of Morocco. With many Illustrations. 
Demf 8cv. zor. 6d, net, (Nearly Ready. 

Deane (A. (U A little book of 

LIGHT VERSE. With an Introduction 

and Notes. Small Pott Zvo, Cloth, zx. 6d. 

net; leather, ax. 6d, net, [Little Library. 
D«lb08(LeoiDL THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Crown Bvo. ax. 
DtmoatheiiflS : THE OLYNTHIACS 

AND PHILIPPICS. Translated upon a 

new principle by Otho Holland. Ovims 

8sw. ax. 6d, 
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DtmottbenM. against CONON AND 

CALLICLES. Edited with Notes nad 
Vocabulary, by F. Daxwin SwipTi M.A. 
Fern/. 8ml as, 

]>iekoii8(CliazlM)L 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With the 43 
IHostrations by SsYMouit and Phiz, the 
two Buss Plates and the 3s Cootemporary 
Onwhyn Plates. 31. 6d. m#/. 

This is a partiouarly interestjog volome, 
containing, as it does, reprodnctions of very 
rare plates. [Illustrated Pocket Library. 

[Nearly Ready. 

THE ROCHESTER EDITION. 

Cr^WH Z'da, Sack Volume 3s.- 6d. With 
Introductions by Gborgb Gissing, Notes 
by F. G. KiTTON, and Topographical Illus- 
trations.' * 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With lUnstxa- 
tions by £. H. Nbw. Twa Volumes. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With lUnstra- 
tioos by R. J. Williams. Two Volumes, 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by 
Bbatmcb Alcock. Two Volumes, 

OLIVER TWIST. With lUustratioDS by 
E. H. Nbw. 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With 
Illustrations by G. M. Brimblow. Two 
Volumes. 

BARN AB Y HUDGE. With Illustrations by 
Bbatricb Alcock. Two Volumes, 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Illustra. 
tions by E. H. Nbw. Two Volumes. 

DIckillflOn (Emily). POEMS. First Series. 
Crown 8cv. 4X. 6d. net, 

JAiXtiaan, (G. D, M.A., FeUow of King's 
College, Cambridge. THE GREEK VIEW 
OF LIFE. T/urd Edition, Crown Zvo. 
as, 6d. [University Extension Series. 

Dickson (H. N.X F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc 
METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Crown 
Svo. 9S.6d, [University Extension Series. 

IMlke (Lady), BnUey (Miss), and WbiUey 

(Mi88). WOMEN'S WORK. Crown 



Svo. as, 6d, 



[Social Questions Series. 



Dillon (Edward), porcelain. With 

many Plates in Colour and Photogravure. 
Wide Royal ^o, a^s.net. 

Also a limited edition on Japanese vellum. 
Seven Guineas net. [Connoisseurs Library. 

]Mt(dlfield(F.H.XM.A.,F.S.A. ENGLISH 
VILLAGES. Illustrated. CrvwnBtfo. 6s. 

THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With Introduction by 
AoGOSTUs Jbssopp, D.D. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time. An Account of Local 
Obswiinoes, Festival Customs, and Ancient 



CercBonies yet Sorviviag in Great Britain. 
Crown 9vo, 6s, 

DIaEOn (W. U,\ M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition, Crowh 
Svo, ar. 6d. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition. Crown 
Bvo. ar. 6d* [University Extension Series. 

DOVden (JO* D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. THE WORKMANSHIP OF 
THE PRAYER BOOK: Its Uteiary 
and Liturgical Aspects. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo, 3s. 60. [Churchman's Library. 

DziTOr (8. B.), D. D. , Canon of Christ Church, 
Regius Proiessor of Hebrew in the University 
of Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

THE BOOK OF GENESIS. With Notes 
and Introduction. Demy Bvo. xor. 6d. 

[Westminster Commentaries. 

Dngnid (Gbarles), Citv Editor of the 
Morning Post i author of the * Story of the 
Stock Exchange,' etc. THE STOCK 
EXCHANGE. Crown Bivo. as. 6d, net, 

[Books on Business. 

Duncan (8. J.) (Mrs. CoTBs), Author of 
*A Voyage of Consobtion.' ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH. 
Second EtUtion. Crown 8cv. 6s. 

D!mn(J. T.X D.Sc, and Uandella(V. Aa 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 1x4 Illustrations. CrownBvo. 3s, 6d, 

Dnnstan (A. E.), B.Sc. See W. T. Clodgh. 

Dniliam(Tli6Earlof). A report on 

CANADA. With an Jntroductory Note. 
Demy Bvo, js. 6d, net. 

DnttCW. A.X NORFOLK. Illustrated by 
B. C. BouLTBR. Small Pott ^vo. Clotkt 
31. ; leatkert v, 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

SUFFOLK. Illustrated by J. Wylib. 

Small Pott Bvo. ClotA, 3s, ; leather, js.6d, 

net. [Little Guides. 

THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 
coloured and other Illustrations by Frank 
SouTUGATE. Large Demy Bvo, ais, net, 

Barle (Jobn), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHlE, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED; in 
EssAYBS AND Charactbrs. Post x6mo, 
as. net. [Rariora. 

Reprinted from the Sixth Edition pub* 
lished by Robert Allot in 1633. 

Edwards (Clement). RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION. Crown Bvo. 
as, 6d. [Social (Questions Series 

Edwards (W. DonglasX COMMERCIAL 

LAW. CrotimBvo, as. 

[(Commercial Series. 
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Egaa (Piercex life in London, or 

Thb Day and Night Scenes of Jerry 
Hawthorn, Esq., and his Elegant 
FxiBND, Corinthian Tom. With 36 
Coloured Plates by I. R. and G. Ckoik- 
SHANK. With numerous designs on wood. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30f . net. 

[Illustrated Pocket library. 
REAL LIFE IN LONDON, or the 
Rambles and Adventures op Bob 
Tallyho, Esq., and his Cousin, the Hon. 
Tom Dashall. With 31 Coloured Plates 
by Alken and Rowlandson, etc. 7Vw 
Volumts, Fcap, 8v<7. gr. net, 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

[Nearly Ready. 

THE LIFE OF AN ACTOR. With «7 

Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, and 

several designs on wood, fcap, Bvo, £$. 6d, 

net, [Illustrated Pocket Library. 

BgdrtOn (EC E.), M. A. A HISTORY OF 

BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. Demy 

Bva, I3J. 6d, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Sllatar (G. a.). ROME. Illustrated by 

B. C. Boulter. Smalt Pott Zvo, Cloth, 

y, ; leather^ y. 6d, net, 

[Little Guides. Nearly Ready. 
Ellerton (F. a. ). See S. J. Stone. 
BUwoOd (ThonuUl), THE HISTORY OF 

THE LIFE OF. Edited byC G. Crump, 

M .A. Crown Svo, 6s, 

Bllgel(E.X A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE : From its Beginning to 
Tennyson. Translated from the German. 
Demy Zvo. jt, ^, net. 

BraBmiu. DE contemptu mundi. 

From th« Edition printed* by Thomas 
Berthelet, 1533. Leaiher, ar. net. 

[Miniature Library. 
A Book called in Latin ENCHIRIDION 
MILITIS CHRISTIANI^ and in English 
The Manual of the Christian Knight, re- 
plenished with most wholesome precepts, 
made by the famous clerk Erasmus of 
Roterdame. to the which is added a new 
and marvellous profitable preface. 

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde for John Byddell, 1533. Leather ^ 
%s. nit, [Miniature Library. 

Fairbrotlier(W.H.).M.A. THE PHI LO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 

_^ Edition. Crown 8cw. 3*, 6d. 

MELISSA; OR, Tlffi LIFE AND 
OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF 
SENTIMENT. With xa Coloured Plates. 
Posti6mo, »t,'6d.nei. (s^X^kh 

From the edition published Iby J. Harris, 
x8xx.' 

FeMer(8lUUlX marriage. Edited by 
Miss Goodrich Freeh and Lord Iddes- 
LBIGH. Two Volumes, Small Pott 9vo. 



Each volnme, cloth, xs..6d.ndi! leettker^ 
2S. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

THE INHERITANCE. TtM Volumes, 
SmeUlPott 8cw. Each Volnme^cloth, u. 6d, 
net, : Uather. u. 6d, net, (Little Library. 

nnn (8. W.X M.A. JUNIOR ALGEBRA 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fem^tno, 
ts. [Junior Examination Series. 

Flrtb(aH.XM.A CROMWELL'S ARMY: 
A History of the English Soldier daring the 
Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the 
Protectorate. Crown tvo. js. 6a. 

PlBlier (O. W.X M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy Zvo, lor. 6d 

FitiG«rald(Edwa»D. theraibaiyat 

OF OMAR KHAYYAM. From the First 
Edition of 1859. Leather^ ts, net. 

[Mmiature Library. 
THE RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAY- 
YAM. Printed from the Fifth and last 
Edition. With a Commentary by Mrs. 
Stephen Batson, and a Biography of 
Omar by E. D. Ross. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
EUPHRANOR: a Dialogue on Youth. 
Demy yimo. Leaiher, as. net, 

[Miniature Library. 

POLONIUS: or Wise Saws and Modem 

Instances. Demy ^amo. Leather, zs. $iet, 

[Miniature Library. 

Finaerald (E. A.), the highest 

ANDES. With a Maps, 51 Illustrations, 
Z3 of which are in I%otogravure, and a 
I^orama. Royal Zxfo. v>t,net, 

Fl00ker(W.iH.), M.A., D.CL., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Chdtenham. 
THE STUDENTS' PRAYER BOOK. 
Part I. Morning and Evening Prayer 
and Litany. With an Introduction and 
Notes. Crown Bvo, as. 6d 

PlaZ (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of PoHtiod Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal ; sometime Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge^ and formerly Stanlejr- 
Jevons Professor of Political Economy in 
the Owens Coll. , Manchester. ECONOMIC 
PRINCIPLES. DentyBvo. js, 6d. net. 

Ftiuer (J. P.). ROUND THE world 

ON A WHEEL. With xoo IlKistrationsL 
Fourth Edition ^ Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
FtmiOb (W.X M.A., Prinduil of the Stonjr 
Institute, Lancaster. PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY. Part L Withaomerous 
Diagrams. Crown Zvo, '^js. 6d, 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

Fnnch (W.), M. A. , and Boardnfinn <T. afi 

M.A. PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
Part II, With numerous Diagrams. Crvwn 
Zvo, xs,6d. (Textbooks of Technoibgy. 

Freudenreieb (Ed. yan). dairy 

BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for 
the Use of Students. Translated \y J. R. 
AiNSWORTH Davis, M.A. Second Mdttion. 
Revised, Crown 8tw. ar. 6d, 
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FldfoM (H. W.), M.A. THE EPISTLK 
OF ST. JAMES. With Notes and Intro- 
tliiction. Feap, ^oo, is. 6d, mt, 

[Churcbman'ft Bible. 

0. G., aad F. 0. G. JOHN BULL'S 
ADVENTURES IN FISCAL WON- 
DERLANJX By Charles Gbakb. 
With 46 Illustntioas by F. Carruthbrs 
Gould. Second Ed. Crovm Sev. 9f,6di nef, 

Oambado(G«^lte7A4*2: an academy 

FOR GROWN HORSEMEN : Contain, 
ing the completest lattmctions for Walking, 
Trotting. Cantering, Galloping, Stumbling, 
and Tumbling. Illustrated with 27 Coloured 
Plates, and adorned with a Portrait of the 
Author. Fca/. 9vo, 31; 6d. tut, 
[Illustrated Pocket Library. Nearly Ready. 

GaakelKMn.). CRANFORD. Edited by 
£. V. Lucas. Small Pott^o. Cloth, if. (>d. 
Met; leather, a*. 6d, net. [Little Library. 

Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. 
ENGLISH MONASTIC, LIFE. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. Demy Boo. 
js, 6d, net* 

[Antiquary's Iiibrary* Nearly Ready. 

George (H. B.X M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH 
HISTORY. WithnumerousiPkuis. Third 
EditioM. CrottmOvo, 6f* 

OibMlIB (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORL 
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Third 
Edition. Demy 8cv. zof. ^d. 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
Cretmn^ivo, it, 6d. 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENG- 
LAND. Tenth Edition. Revised. With 
iliMpt and Plank. Crown Bvo. 34. 

[Univcmty Extension Series. 

THE ECONOMICS . OF COMMERCE. 
Crown Bvo. xe, 6d, [Commercial Series. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. Crown Bifo^ jt.6d. 

[Comnleraal Series. 

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES 
FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. 
Third Edition.. Crown 8/vo. 9t. ^ 

[Comittercial Series. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition, Crown 9mo. 2s. ^iL 

[University Ebctensioo Series. 

mbUnt (H. de B.), Litt.D.. M.A., and 
Hadfldld (R. A.L of the Hecla Works, 
Sheffield. A . SHORTER WORKING 
DAY. Crown Zvo. a*. 6d^ 

[Social Questions Series. 

Gibbon (Bdward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen- 
dices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury, M.A., 
LitLD., Feltow of Trinily College, DuUin. 
In Seven Vohtmee, .Demy Zvo» Gilttop^ 
8i. M, each* AlsOy. Crown 6cw. • 6a each. 

MEMOIRS OF. MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited, with an Introduction and 



Notes, by G. Birkbbck Hill, LI*D« 

Crown 8v0, 6x. 
GibBOn (B. C %X D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 

THE BOOK OF JOB. With Introduction 

and Nptes. Demy Zvo, 6s, 

[Wftstminster Commentaries. 
THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 

CHURCH OF ENGLAND. With an 

Introduction. Third Editionin One Vol. 

Demy Bvo. w, 6d. [Handbooks of Theology. 
JOHN HOWARD. With za Illustrations. 

Eca/ Bvo. Cloth, 34; 6d. ; leather ^ 4^. net. 

[Little Biographies. 
Godley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 

College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOL A. 

Third Edition. Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Cr, Bvo. as, 6d. mt. 
SECOND STRINGS. Fcap.Boo. u. 6d. 
A new volume of humorous verse uniform 

with Lyra Frivola. 

Goldimftb iOUyer). THE VICAR OF 

WAKEFIELD. With 34 Coloured Plates 
by T. RowLAMDSON. Royal Bvo, One 
Guinea net. 

Reprinted from the edition of 1817. 

[Burlington Library. 

Also Fcap.^ Bzw, y, 6d. net. Also a 

limited edition on large Japanese taper. 

30;. net. [Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Also Fcap. 32Md, With zo Plates in Photo- 

graphure by Tony Johannot. Leather, 

as, 6d, net, 
Goudge (EL L.). M.A., Principal of Wells 
Theological OsUege. THE FIRST 
EPISTLE TO THE CORINTHIANS. 
With Introduction and Notes. Demy 8c^ 
6s. [Westminster Commentaries. 

GnOuun (F. Anderson), the rural 

EXODUS. Crown Bvo.^ 9S.6d,^ 

[Social Questions Series. 

Graneer (F. 8.). M.A., LittD. psych- 
ology. Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 
as. 6d, [University Extension Series. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 

Gray<E.lI'Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN ~ 



Crotun Bvo, as, 6d. 



TRANSLATION. 



Gray (P. Ih)«: B.Sc., formerly X<ecturer in 
Phsrsics in Mason University College. Bir- 



mingham. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRiaTY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With iSz Dia- 
grams. Crown Bvo, y. 6d, , 

Cfreen (O. BockUnd), M.A., Assistant 
Master at Edinburgh Acaden^y, late Fellow 
of St. John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX Crown 
Bwf, 3S» 6d. 

Green (£ T.), M.A. THE CHURCH OF 

. CHRIST. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

[Churchman's Library. 

GreenveU (Dora), the poeMS Of. 

From the edition-of 1848. leather, as, net, 
[Miniature Library. Nearly Ready. 



General Literature 



II 



Onfpnr (R. A.) THK VAULT OF 
HEAVEN. A Popular Introductton to 
Astronomy. With numerous IlIuttratioDS. 
Cravm 8fv. zt. 6d, 

[UniTersity Extension Series. 

Qramtr (IDm E. a) heavenly 

WISDOM. Selections from the English 
Mystics. Pott 8tw. CMh v,; leather, 
as. 6d. met, 

[Library of Devotion. Nearly Ready. 

Cbrerme Minor. A MODERN JOUR- 
NAL. Edited fay J. A. Spbndbs. Croum 
Saw, 3r. 6d, 

GflXdillK (0. H.). A HISTORY OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 
1845*05. With Illustrations. Revised, with 
an addUtional chapter. Demy 9/V0. toe* M» 

O^mm (ML 'LX A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
Royal ^V0» la/. 

Hackett iJolm), B.D. A HISTORY OF 

THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Demy ficw* iss^ net. 
Haddon <A O). ScD., F.R.S. HEAD. 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many IllustratioiM and a 
Map. Demy Bve, 151. 

Hadflflld(RA). See H. de B. Gibbins. 

Han (R. V.) and Veal (W. G.). THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
With numerous Illustrations. Second £di- 
tten, rtxnsed. Demy Bvo, au. net, 

Haiiilltoa(F. J.), D.D. , aAd Brooki (E. W.). 

ZACHARIAHOFMITYLENE. Trans- 
butedinloEngUsb. Demy Zvo, xm. 6d, net. 

[Byrsntine Texts. 

Haamiaiid (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

FOX : A Biosraphical Study. Demy 9ve. 
los. 6d. 

Haimasr (DX A SHORT history OF 

THIS ROYAL NAVY. Fsom ZAMtv 
TiMBs TO THK Pbesent Dat. Illustrated. 
Twa P'eiumes. Demy iire. js, 6d, each, 
VoL I. iaoo-t688. 

HkmiaT (Jamea O.K M.A. THE SPIRIT 

AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Crown Unf. 6s. 

Hazv, (A. T.). M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OFLARGKINDUCTIONCOILS. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 8cw. 6f. 

HantaoB (Clifford). READING AND 
READERS, i- cap. toe. *s.6d. 

Htortaotntflratlianlri). THE SCARLET 

LETTER. Edited by Pbbcv DtJ^WMxm. 
SmmU PoH 8tv. Clotk^ t*. ^d, net; 
lemiker, 9M.6d.neL [Little libnry. 

HEALTH, WEALTH A3ID WISDOM. 
Crornn 9oo. ts. net. 

Btem (Dndiar). miniatures, with 

■May Plates in PhotogKiwe. U^ideXeyml 
x^.net 
Also a liiMtsd editioB 00 Ji 



with the Photogravures on India {Mptr* 
Seven Guineas net, 

[Connotssettf f Libiwy* 
Hedin (STOn), Gold Medallist of the Royal 
Geographical Society. THROUGH ASIA 
With 300 Illustrations from Sketches and 
Photc«raphs by the Author, and M^^ 
Two Voiumes, Royal Zvo, $is, net. 

Hello (Emoat). STUDIES IN SAINT. 

SHIP. Translated from the French by V. 

M. Ckawfokd. Pcap boo, 3/. 6d. 
Henderaon (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter College, 

Oxford. THE LIFE AND PRINCl- 

PATE OF THE EMPKROR NERO. 

With Illustrations. Demy Zvo. tot. 6d, tut. 

Henderaon (T. P.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

SCOTTISH VERSK. Small Pott Bvo. 
Clotk, I/. 6d. net ; leetlAer, ts, 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

ROBERT BURNS. With xa lilustrationi^. 

Fca/. 8vo. Clotkt y. 6d. ; leather ^ 4/. net. 

•(Little BiographieH. 
HenleF (W. S.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Crown Svo, Gilt top, y. 6d. 

Henley (W. B.) and WUblev <0.). A 

BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Crown 
Zvo, Buckram^ gilt top, 6s. 

Henaon (H. H.), B.D., Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As Illus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Croivn Sve, 6s, 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Histobical and 
Social Sbrmoms. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. J'cap, 9vo, 

THE EDUCATION ACT-7AND AFTER. 
An Appeal addressed with all possible 
respect to the Nonconformists. Crown 
Boo. IS. 

Hntiert <€toofge). THE temple. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes, 
W E. C. S. GiasoN, D.D., Vicvof Leeds. 
Small Pott Boo. Cloth, rs. ; leather, v, 6d. 
net. ILihnry of Devotion. 

H«nwitorciiartiiijr<Lord).THE LIFE 

OF. Written by himself. Leather^ as, net. 
From the edition printed at Strawberry 
Hin in the jrear 176^ 

[Miniature Library. Nearly Ready. 

EtowiBa0ir.A.8.),B.A. ENGLISHTRADE 
AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY. Cfwum Zew. 
9S. 6d. [Umversity Extenuon Series. 

HIllMrt (T.). THE AIR GUN : oc. How 
the Mastcrmans and Dobcon Major oeady 
lost their Holidays lUustssteo. Demy 
t6mo. v.6d. (little Blue Books. 

n IC9are), Reg^otend Teadier to the Ctv 
and GuBdsof London Institute. MILLIN- 
ERY, THEORETICAL, AND PRAC- 
TICAL, mth 
Crs 




13 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



BUljHCIICy), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's 
High Scaool, Worcester, Cape Colony. A. 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Crtum 8cv. m. &£ 

This book has been specially written for 
use in South African schools. 

HoUioiuo (BmUy). the brunt of 

THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations. 
Croom %V0, 6s. 

HobhOUSe (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Dtmy 8w. 9z«. 

Hobson (J. A.), M.A. PROBLEMS OF 
POVERTY : An Inquiry into the Indus- 
trial Condition of the Poor. Fourth 
Edition^ Crown Svc, ^9t,6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 
PLOYED. Crtfum 8w. m. 6</. 

[Social Questions Series. 

INTERNATIONAL TRADE: A Study 
of Economic Principles. Crazun Svo. 
ax. 6d. net 

HodgUn (T.), D.C.L. GEORGE FOX, 
THE QUAKER. With Portrait. Crmim 
Zvo, y. td, [Leaders of Religion. 

Hogg (ThomaB Jefltonon). shelley 

AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Strbatpbilo. Fcap. Svo, as. net 

[Nearly Ready. 

Holden-8tone (0. de). THE auto- 
mobile INDUSTRY. Fc^. Zvo. 
2S. 6d, net [Books on Bu»ness. 

Holdioh (Sir T. H.K K.C.I.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a Per- 
sonal Record of Twenty Years. Illustrated. 
Demy Zvo, iss, net 

HoldSWOrth (W. 8.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Tuw Volumes. 
Vol. /. Demy 8ivo, tos, 6d, net 

Hoi7oake(O.J.K THE co-operative 

MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Third Edition. 
Crown Svo, as, 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

Hqppner. A little gallery of. 

Twenty examples in photogravure of his 
finest work. Demy i6mo. &r. 6d. net 

BJttle Galleries. 
D EPODES. 

Translated by A. D. Godlev, M.A., Fellow 
of Magdalen College. Oxford* Crotvn Zvo. 
9S, [Classical Translations. 

Honbnrffb (B. L. 8.). m. A. Waterloo : 

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Crown BtfO. s*- 
SAVONAROLA. With Portnuts and 
Illustrations, Second Edition, Fca^, Bzfo, 
Clotht 3X. 6d. ; leathert 4«. net 

[Little Biographies. 
Morton (R. F.K D.D. JOHN HOWE. 
With Portrait, Crown Bvo, y.6d, 

[Leaders of Reli^on. 



Hosio (Alexander). MANCHURIA with 

Illustrations and a Map. DemyZvo. xos.6d. 
net 
HOweU(a.). TRADE UNIONISM-NEW 
AND OLD. Third Edition. Crwm^vo, 
%s. 6d, [Social Questions Series. 

Hughee (a E.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Anthology. 
With a Preface by Sidnbv Lee. Demy 
SoA 3«. 6d, net. 

Hncbefl (TbamaeK TOM BROWN'S 

SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes by Vbrnon Rbndall. 
Leather, Royal 32MM. as. 6d. net. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Hutohinson Oloraco G.). THE new 

FOREST. Described by. Illustrated in 
colour with 50 Pictures by Walter 
TvNDALB and 4 by Miss Lucv Kemp 
Welch. Large Demy Bew. six. net. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Mutton (A W.K M. A. CARDINAL MAN- 
NING. With Portrait. CrownBvo. xs. 6d. 



Button (R. H.). 

With Portrait. 



[Leaders of Religion. 
CARDINAL NEWMAN. 
Croum Svo. ^s. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Button (W.B.).M. A. THELIFEOFSIR 

THOMAS ^ MORE. With Portraits. 

Second Edition. Croum Bvo, ss, 

WILLIAM LAUD. With Portrait. Second 

Edition. Crown Zvo, 31. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 
Hyett (P. A.). A SHORT HISTORY 
OF FLORENCE. Demy %oo. js. 6d. 
net, 
Ibsen (Henrik). brand, a Drama. Trans- 
lated Iqr William Wilsok. Third Edition. 
Crown Zvo, %s. 6d. 
Inge (W. R.), ALA., Fellow and Tutor of Hert- 
ford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN MYS- 
TICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 1899. 
Demy Zvo, xas, 6d. net. 
LIGHT, LIFE, AND LOVE: A Selection 
from the German Mystics. With an Intro- 
duction and Notes. SmeUl Pott Zvo, Cloth 
as, ; leather, as, 6d. net 

[library of Devotion. 

lnne8(A. D.), M.A. A history of the 

BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Crown 9vo, js, 6d. 

Jae]nion(8.),M.A. a primer OF busi- 
ness. Third Edition, Croum Zvo, 
M. 6d. [Commercial Series. 

Jacob (F.), M.A. junior FRENCH 

EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fcai^. Bvo. 
XX. [Junior Examination Series. 

Jeane (J. 8teplien). TRUSTS, pools, 

AND CORNERS. Crown Zvo. as, 6d. 

[Social (Questions Series. 

Jenkt (B.), M.A., Reader of Law in the 

University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 

GOVERNMENT. Crown.Zufo. as.6d. 

[University Extension Series. 
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Jenopp jAiunutiiB), D.D. JOHN 

DONNE, With Portrait. Cnmm 8cv. 
^Zt.6a, (Leaders of Relision. 

Jeroiu (F. B.), M.A, Litt.D., PrindiSil of 

Hatfield Hall, Durham. EVOLUTION. 

Crown %vo, ss.6d, (Churchman's Library. 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 

HISTORY OF RELIGION. Stcfffui 

Edition, Demy ^vo. \os. 6d. 

. . (Handbooks of Theoloey. 

Johnston (Sir H. H.J, K.C.B. BRITISH 

CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly aoo 

lUa^trations and Six M^ps. Second 

Edition, Crown ^0, xZs. net, 
Jones (H.). A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS 

AND BUSINESS. CrownBvo, xs,6d, 
_ (Commercial Series. 

Jonas (L. A. Atharley), K.C., M.P.. and 
BeUot (HllgH H. L.). THE MINERS' 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES' 
REGULATION ACTS. Crmvn 8vo. 
a*. 6d, n4t, (Nearly Ready. 

Julian (Lady) of Norwidi. revela. 

TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Grace Warrack. Crown Zvo, 3*. 6d, 

JnTOnal. THE satires op. Transited 
by S. G. Owen. Crpwn Bvo, 9^. 6d, 

^ ^ (Classical Translations. 

Kaufinann (K.). socialism and 

modern THOUGHT. Crown Zvo. 
^s. 6d, (Social Questions Series. 

KaatingCJ. F.), d.d. the agape and 

THE EUCHARIST. Crown Svo, y. 6d, 
Keats (John), the poems of. With an 
Introduction by L. Binton, and Notes by 
J.Maskpibld. SmmilPott2xfo. C/otA,is,6d, 
net; leathor^ as, &/. net, (Little Library. 

KaUe (John), the chpistian year. 

With an Introduction and Notes by W. 
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bblu Second 
Edition, Fcap, Svo, 3*. 6d: padded 
morocco^ SS, 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Walter Lock, 
D.p., Warden of Keble College. Second 
Edition, Sntall Pott Zvo. Clotky %s,; 
leather, a*, (td, net. (Library of Devotion. 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by Walter Lock, 
D.D„ Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 
Small Pott Svo. Cloth, as,: leather, 
2J. 6d, net. . (Library of Devotion. 

Xempis (Thomas A), the imitation 

. of CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 
Gere. Second Edition, Feap.Svo, 2s, 6d,; 
padded morocco, 5X. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re- 
vised Translation, with an Introduction by 
C Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ 
Church. Third Edition, Small Pott Svo. 
Cloth, 9S, ; leather, a*. 6d, net, 

[ Library of Devotion. 



A ncacticatly ntw traotlatioo ef this book 
whidi the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it left 
the hands of the author. 
The Same Edition im large type. Crown 
Svo, 3f . 6d, 

Xenna4ly (Jamas Hon^hton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University 
of Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND 
AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE 
CORINTHIANS. With Introduction, 
Dissertations and Notes. Crown Svo* fir. 

XesteUjJ.D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 
FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex- 
periences of J. D. Kbstell, Chaplain to 
General Christian de Wet. Crown Svo. fir. 

K1nimlnB (0. w.). M.A. the chem- 
istry OF LIFE AND HEALTH. 
Illustrated. Cronm Svo. as, 6d. ■ 

(University Extension Series. 
Kinglake (A W.). EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Sm/ill Pott Svo. 
Cloth, It, 6d, net; leather, as. fid, net, 

[Little Library. 

Kinlinff (Rodyard). barrack -room 

BALLADS, ^yrd Thonsand, Cr, Svo, 
Twentieth Edition, fir. 
A Colonial Edition is ako published* 
THE SEVEN SEAS, ^and Thousand, 
Ninth Edition, Crown Svo, gilt top, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also4>ublished. 
THE FIVE NATIONS, ^^st Thousand, 
Second EMtion, Crown Svo, fir. 
A Colonial Edition is also publbhed. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. A New 
Edition. Crotun Svo. Buckram^ fir. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. With 
Numerous Illustrations. In Seven Volumes. 
Demy Svo, js, 6d, each, 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. With over zoo 
Illustrations by A. Garth Jones, and an 
Introduction by E. V. Lucas. Demy Svo, 
zor. 6d, 

ELIA, AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF 
ELIA. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Small Pott 
Svo, Cloth, IS, 6d, net; leather, as, 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

THE KING AND (JUEEN OF HEARTS : 
An z8o5 Book for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulreadv. A new edition, in 
facsimile, edited by E. V. Lucas, is, 6d. 

Lambert (F. A H.)i SURREY. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. Small Pott Svo, cloth, 
3*. ; leather, 3* fid! net, (Little Guides. 

LambroB (Professor). ECTHEsis 

CHRONICA. Edited by. Demy Svo. 
7S. td, net, (Byzantine Texts. 

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A history of 

EGYPT IN Th£ MIDDLE AGES. 
Fully Illustrated. Crown Svo. fir. 
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Lail|dnitfM(V.)M.A. BAttADS OF THE 
BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Steond Edttien, 
Crown 9vff, sx. 6d, 

LAWjCWimam). A SERIOUS CALL TO A 
DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited, 
with an IntHMluction, by C Bigg, D.D.. 
lat« Student of Christ Church. Smaii Pott 
8f0, clotk^ 2f.; loathor^^s, 6d, net, 

, ^ [Library of Devotion. 

This is a reprint, word for word and line 
for line, of the Mdttio Princept, 

Leafih (E.). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 
SHIRE. A Biography. With zs lUustra- 
. kions. Demy^o, xv, 6d.net 

[Nearly Retdy. 

Lee (Captain MelTiUe). A history of 

POLICE IN ENGLAND. Crown 8v«. 
7<r. 6d. 

Leigli ^ercivaDi THE COMIC ENQ. 
USH GRAMMAR. Embellished with 
upwards of 50 characteristic Illustrations by 
John I.4BECH. Post i6mo. at. 6d. net. 

Lewe8(y.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 
Illustrated. Cro7vn too. 9s. 6d. 

(University Extension Series. 
Littleliales (H.). See C Wordsworth. 

Look (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER. 
BUILDER. CroufnSvo. 3s. 6d, 

JOHN KEBLE. With Portrait. Crotim 
Bvo. y. 6d. (Leaders of Religion. 

Looker (F.)l LONDON LYRICS. Edited 
by A. D. GoDLEv, M.A. Sma/I Pott 8vo, 
ciotAf ts. 6d. net; leather^ as. 6d. net. 

(Little Library. 

Longfellow, SELECTIONS FROM. 

Edited by Lilian M. Faithfulu Small 

Pott 8vo, clotAt IS. 6d. net; leather^ ax. 6d. 

net. [Little Library. 

Lorimer (Oeorge Horace), letters 

FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Ten^ Edition. Crown 
Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

LoTer (Samuel), handy andy. With 

84 Illustrations by the Author. Pca^. Bvo. 
V. 6d. net. [Illustrated Pocket Library. 

tUCa8(E.V.). THE VISIT TO LONDON. 
Described in Verse, with Coloured Pic> 
tures by F. D. Bedford. ' Small Ato. 6s. 

E. V. L. and C. L. a ENGLAND DAY 
BY DAY : Or, The Englishman's Hand- 
book to Efficiency. Illustrated by Gborgb 
Morrow. Pourth Edition. Fcap. 4to, u, 
net. 
A burlesque Year-Book and Almanac. 

Lncian. SIX DIALOGUES (Nigrinus, 
Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship. The 
Parasite, The Lover of Falsehood). Trans- 
lated by S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assistant 
Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter 

. College, Oxford. CroTvn Btro. y. 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 



lyde Ob IfX M.A, Professor. A COM- 
MERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Third Edition. 
CrownBpo. 9S. [Commercial Series. 

I^On (Noel S.). A JUNIOR GEO. 
METRY. With numerous diagrams. 
CrowK Bvo. sj. [Junior School Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.MrB.A.X WOMEN AND 

THEIR WORK. CroivnBvo. as. 6d. 

M. M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT 
TO WEAR. Crown Boo, is. net. 

]|[aoaulay<Lord). CRITICAL AND his- 
torical ESSAYS. Edited by F. C 
MoNTAGUB, M.A. TAree Volumes. Cr. 
. Boo. z&r. 

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 
K'Allen (J. E. B.X M.A. THE PRIN- 
CIPLES OF BOOKKEEPING BY 
DOUBLE ENTRY. Crown Bvo. «x. ^ 

[Commercial Series. 
MacCnUlOCh (J. JL\ COMPARATIVE 
THEOLOGY. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

[Churchman's Library. 
MacClinn(F.). JOHNKNOX. With Por- 
trait. Crown Bvo. ^.6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 
MoDermott, (S. B.), Editor of the Railway 
News, City Editor of the J?aify News. 
RAILWAYS. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. net. 

[Books on Business. 
ITDowall (A. 8.). CHATHAM. With tz 
Illustrations. Pcap. Bvo. Cloth, y. 6d, ; 
leather, 4^. net. [Little Bic^aphies. 

Mackliy(A.M.). THE CHURCHMAN'S 
INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown Bvo. ^s. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

^WORDSWORTH. CrownBvo. as.6d. 

Maliaffy(J.P.XLitt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

MaitllUld(F.W.). LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Royal Bvo. 7*. 6d. 

Ualden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH RE- 

CORDS. A Companion to the History of 

England. Crown Bvo. ys. 6d. 
THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS 

AND DUTIES. CroTvn Bvo. xs. 6d. 
KarChant (E.C.), M. A. , Fellow of PeterhottsfeL 

Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

Marchant (E. C), M. A., and Cook (A. M.). 

M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Seeond Edition. Crown 
Bvo, 3X. 6d, 

Marr (J. B.), F.R.S., Fellow of St John's 
College, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition. 
Illnstrated. Crowm Bvo. 6s. 
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AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. With 
auMerauft Illnttiatioos. Crown 8tw. dr. 

KarreU (AiidrewX THE POEMS OF. 

Edited bv Edwakd Wright. Small Pott 
%ooy cloikt XX. 6^. net; leather^ ax. 6d, net* 

{Little Library. 
Mason (A. X). THOMAS CRANMER. 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo, 3X. 6d, 

(Leaders of Relisloo. 

MUsee (Georm). the evolution of 

PLANT LIFE: Lower Fonns. With 
Illnstrations. Croum Bcv. ax. 6d. 

[University Extension Series. 

lEast«nnB]i(C.F.o.XM.A. tennyson 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Crwm 
Zvo, fix. 

K«UOWg(BllimAS.X A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crown 
Zvo. 3X. 6d, 

]|iCll«ll (E. B). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
navores by G. £. Lodge, and other 
Illustrations. Domy 8cv. zox. ^d, 

KUlailCJ.O.) THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS, 
President of the Royal Academy. ^ With 3x9 
Illustrations, of which o are in Photo- 
gravure, a voh» Royal\vo. aor. net, 

limalS. A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in Photogravure of his 
• finest work. Vitt^ i6fno, ax. &/. net, 

J ;Little Galleries. Nearly Ready. 
X M.I.M.E., Principal of the 
Borough f^lytechnic College. TECH- 
NICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEO- 
METRY. With Diagrams. Crown $tfo, 
3X. 6d, [Textbooks of Technology. 

KUM (J. a.V M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown Btfo, fix. 

HUtOn. Jolm, THE POEMS OF, BOTH 
ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'4 at 
several times. Printed by his true Copies. 

The Songs were set in Musick by Mr. 
Hbnuv Lawes, Gentleman of the Kings 
Chappel, and one of His Majesties Private 
Musick. 

Printed andjpublish'd according to Order. 

Printed by Ruth Raw<»ith for Humph- 
KBV MosKLBV^ and are to be sold at the 
signe of the Prmces Armes in Pauls Church- 
yard, 2645. 3x. 6d, net. [Rariora. 

THE MINOR POEMS OF JOHN MIL- 
TON. Edited by H. C. Bbeching, M.A., 
Canon of Westminster. Small Pott boo, 
clothf XX. fidL net ; Uaiker, ax. 6tU net, 

[Little Library. 

llltOh«110P.Glua2I16n).M.A. OUTLINES 
OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown Bvo. 6*. 

A text • book designed to cover the 
Schedal* iiratd by the Royal Cbllege of 
Physicians and Surgeons. 



'MMl Ut>' MINING AND MINING 
INVESTMENTS. Crown Boo, ax. 6d, 
net. (Books on Business. Nearly Ready. 
lfoirm.]C.X MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. Henderson. Small Pott Bvo, 
Clotht zx. 6d, net; UatAer, as. 6d, tut, 

. (Littte LlbiMryi. 
Moore (H. B.> BACK TO THE LAND : 
An Inquiry mto the cure for Rural Dqxipu- 
lation. Crotvn Bvo. ax. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

KorflU (W. R.X Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 

With Maps and Plans. Crotvn Zvo. ft, 6d. 

MoiiOll (R. J.), late of Clifton College. 

GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPElU 

IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR 

AND IDIOMS. . Sixth Edition, Crown 

8vo. ax. 6d, [School Examination Series. 

A KftY, issued to Tutors and Private 

Students only, to be had On application 

to the Publishers. Second Edition. 

Crown ivo, fix. net. 

HonlS (J. EX THE NORTH RIDING 

OF YORKSHIRE. Illustrated by R. J. 

S. Bertram, Small Pott StfOt cMk, 3X. ; 

leatkerf y, 6d net, 

{Little Guides. Nearly Ready. 

Morton (IUbs Andonon). See Miss 

Brodriclt. 
HOUla (H. 0. G.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Dttr- 
ham. CHARLES SIMEON. With Por- 
trait. Crown Zvo, y. 6d. 

(Leaders of Religion. 

Mnir (K. M. Pattison). m.a. the 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE.^ The Ele- 
mentary Principles of Chemistry. Illus- 
trated. CrottmSvo, 2s. 6d, 

[University Extension Series. 
Hnndella (V. A.), m.a. See J. T. Dunn. 

Nayal Officer (A). THE ADVENTURES 
OF A POST CAPTAIN. With 24 coloured 
platesby Mr. Williams. Fcap.Zvo, y,6d, 
net, [Illustrated Pocket ^brary. 

Heal (W. a.). SeeR.N.HalL 

Newman (J. H.) and others. LYRA 

APOSTOLICA. With an Introduction 
by Canon Scott Holland, and Notes by 
Canon Bbeching, M.A. Small. Pott bvo. 
Clotht ax./ leather, ax. 6di net,. • ^ 

[Library of Devotion. 

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. Small PottZvo. 
Cloth, IX. 6d, net; leather, ax. 6d, net. 

(Little Library. 

Nimrod. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 
JOHN MYTTON, ESQ. With x8 
Coloured Plates by Henry Alkbn and 
T. J. Rawlins. Third Edition, Pcap,boo, 
3X. 61/ net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30X. net, 

[lUttSttated Pocket Library. 



Messrs. Mbthubn's Catalogue 



itlluiDmlEj Pocket Ijbruy- 
ullior of Biehwj.y.Md Br- 
. nytrnDeitnuidComwilE' MAPLES: 
FAST AND PRESENT. Wilh 4° Illui- 



iibrA.G.Fi 



no. Cm 



VVVaUs. THE DISCIPLES AT SAlS 
AND OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edilcd 
bT Mi» Una Bihch. fat^. Sm. y. 6J. 

OllpIuUitlMn.). THOMAS CHALUERS. 
With Poriraii. Cr«™aM. 31. W. 

(Ludcri DfREliglon. 

Oman (C. V.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oiford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. VdL ir.: Th< Middle Aie>, 
from Ibe Fouith to the Fouiteenlh Cealuif. 
llliutrmted. Dimy Slw. iti. 

OtU*r (a. L.). M.A.. ProfeiHir of Puloni 
>nd Cuion ofChti! 



[ Hudboiikt of Tlwoksy, 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. Wilh^^. 
tnil. Crmm Sew. 31. id. 

[Laden cf Reliiion. 
OmtOn (J. H.). U.A. JOHN WESLEY. 
With FnnniiL Crtam iva. 31. td. 

{ Leidtn of Reli^on. 
CnraBfDoilflM), Bmni9(u.al.Liw, SecretnTr 



[BooIli on Buunes 

Oxford <1L M.), of Gny'f Hoiidt*]. . 

HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Sum 



r*kM (w. ft c). Tin 

HYGIENE. Withnomr 



PumniUar <Pro£ Um) uid UdM (K.). 

EVAGRIUS. Dim^tM. .O..W. «/. 

FUmO, THE TH.OUGHtS™f" ■^ 
f ntroGElctiDtt Knd Notes by C. '* ' ' ' 



Small P*ll Btv. 



; Uatlur, u. bf. IH 



ROUNEY, WitbDi 



IIllUI 



GeoErapliiau Society. . -_. 

OVER THEGRKAT ICE. Wiihor 

IllMUMieni. aw/t Rt^livs. jm. ■£(. 

FmI (BldneyKUte Fdhnrof Ttinlty College 
Oxford, and Seoelaiy to the Royal Com- 
mionaoDtbe UceouicLiws. PKACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Statu! 
r.d>U,-it. Crram%w. ti.6<l. 

Pems lO. H.). THE PROTECTIONIST 



LRIL; 



I. of the Emi 



P«tera (J. P.), D.D. THE OLD TESTA. 

Ml-.NT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 

;;H[]'. CtuBMiBM. 61. 

[Chunhmui't Libnzy. 
P«tlle(W.)LFllIldWl),D.CL., Lt.a, Pro- 

fenoc of Esypcotiwy *t Uaifeniiy Collie. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPT, nan thb 

£aiilii.it Tihu to the Phubht Day. 

Fully Illiuttmod. /■ iijr fwAiiwii. Crai™ 

VOI-i. PRKHISTOSIC TlMBS TO XVItH 

D»HA5TV. Fi/IK Edilitx. 

V0I_I1. T»K XVIlTH ANO XVIllTH DY- 

HUTiES. FnurlM Edilln. 
Vol. it. The Ecvrr of the Ptolikibs. 

J. P. MAKAffV, Lill.D. 

Vqi-v. Roman Ecyrr. J. G. Milne, M. A 
Vol. VI " — - " * — 



Stani 
ON AN_ „„.._ 

;ypT, Fully II 

-.id. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROMTHETELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Cnmm gn>. 

BGYPriANTALES. IllMimled by Tmsr- 

■AH Ellis. InTwtfiitiima, Cmmtvi. 

p. 6d. itih. 
EtSYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART, With 

i» Illiulcackmi. Cmmttv. 31. 6d. 
PUllipi (W. A). CANNING. With 10 

Illu.tm.gns. /■«/. 8m. Chth,3i.6d.; 

Ifalher, u. nrl. [Little Kiopiriiies. 

Phlllpotta (Eden). MY DF,VON YEAR. 

With jg Ulustrmtion. by J. Ley Phthv. 

PlettMr'(Plil]lp). with'steyn and 

DE WET. Stend KUtiim. Cmm Bet. 
31.6.1 
PlAntu. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
u luDoductioD. Textual Notu, ud n.Cam- 
menuty, by W. M. Lindsav, Fellow of 
Jeius College, Oxford. ZIfw; «w. 101.^. 

pioTdan-WardlawlJ.T.), B. A. KinE'i 

MINATIO" ""'■ 

ISdwolE 
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Voootfk <Bofer). a frontiersman. 

TJkirdJSdUicn. Crown %do, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Podmora (Frank), modern 

SPIRITUALISM. T^vo Volumes. Demy 

Zoo. 9Zf. fUt. 

A History and a Criticism. 
PpUard(A.W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
With many Illustrations. Demy Svo. 
ys. 6d, fut, 
POUkrd (Eliia F.). GREUZE AND 
BOUCHjBR. Demy j6mo. as. 6d. net, 
(Little Books on Art. Nearly Ready. 

PfdlOCk (Bavld). M.I.N. A., Author of 
Modem Shiphnilaing and the Men engaged 
in it; etc., etc. THE SHIPBUILDING 
INDUSTRY. Crozun9vo. as, 6d.net. 

[Books on Business. 

Potter (K. a), M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illustrated. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 
4X. 6d. [University Extension Series. 

Potter Boy (An Old). WHEN I was a 

CHILD. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Pradeau (0.). A key to the time 

ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. With a Dial. Small quarto, 
ys, 6d, 

Prance (0.). SeeR. Wyon. 

Prescott (0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crvwn Bvo. 
3f. 6d. net. 

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Btfo. as. 6d. ^ 

[University Extension Series. 

Primrose (DeboraH). A modern 

BCEOTIA. Cr. Bvo. 6s. [Nearly Ready. 
PROTECTION AND INDUSTRY. By 
various Writers. Crown Bvo. ts. 6d. net. 

Pugin and RowlandBOn. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
Miniature. With Z04 Illustrations in 
colour. In Three Volumes. Small 4/0. 
Three Guineas net, [Nearly Ready. 

"Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Proces- 
sion of English Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. 
QuillbrO>uch. CrownBivo. Buckram, 6s. 

QUEVEDO VILLEGAS, THE VISIONS 
OF DOM FRANCISCO DE, Knight of 
the Order of St. James. Made English 
by R. L. 

From the edition printed for H. Herring- 
man, 1668. Leather^ as, net. 

[Miniature Library. 

a. R. and B. 8. THE WOODHOUSE 
CORRESPONDENCE. CrownBoo, 6s. 

Kw^>hf»« (B. B.). M.A. THE ACTS OF 
THE APOSTLES. With an Introduction 
and Notes. Demy Bvo. tas. 6d. 

[Westminster Commentaries. 

BandOlph (& W.), D.D., Principal of the 
Theological College, Ely. THE PSALMS 

A 



OF DAVID. With an Introduction and 
Notes. Small Pott Bvo, Cloth, as,; 
leather, as. 6d, net. [Library of Devotion. 
BaSbdaU (HastingB), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Croum 
Bvo, 6s. 

RawBtorne (Lawrence. Baa.). 

GAMONIA: or. The Art of Preserving 
Game ; and an Improved Method of making 
plantations and covers, explained and illus- 
trated by. With 15 Coloured Drawings by 
T. Rawlins. »«/. Bvo, v. 6d. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Reason (W.), M.A. university and 

SOCIAL settlements. Crown Bvo. 
as. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

Reynolds, A LITTLE GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in photogravure of his 
finest work. Demy i6mo, as, 6d, net. 

[Little Galleries. 

Roberts (M. B.). See C. C Channer. 

Robertson. (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of looz. Demy Bivo, tas. 6d. net, 

Robert8on(Sir0.8.)K.C.S.I. CHITRAL: 

The Story of a Minor Siege. With numer- 
ous Illustrations, Map and Plans. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 
Robinson (A. W.), M.A. THE EPISTLE 
TO THE GALATIANS. With an Intro- 
duction and Notes. FcaJ^. Bvo, is. 6d.net, 

[Churchman's Bible. 

Robinson (CeciliaX THE ministry of 

DEACONESSES. With an Introduction 
by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Crown Bvo. 3; . 6d, 

Roobefoncauld (La), THE MAXIMS OF. 
Translated by Dean Stanhope. Edited bv 
G. H. Powell. Small Fott Bvo^ cloth, is.6d, 
net ; leather, as. 6d net. [ Little Library. 

Rodwell (G.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fcap. Bvo. ^. 6d, 

Roe (Fred), ancient coffers and 

CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. With many Illustrations. Quarto. 

Rogers (A. 0. L.), M.A., Editor of the last 
volume of The History of Agriculture and 
Prices in England. THE AGRICUL- 
TURAL INDUSTRY. Crown Bvo, 
as, 6d, net, [Books on Business. 

Romney. a little GALLERY OF. 
Twenty examples in Photogravure of his 
finest work. Demy i6mo, as, 6d. net, 

[Little Galleries. 

ROSCOe(B.S.). ROBERT HARLEY,EARL 
OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy Bvo, 
7S.6d, 
This is the only life of Harley in existence. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. Illustrated 
byF. D. Bedford. Small Pott Bvo, cloth, 
2S. t leathery y. 6d. [Little (guides. 
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Bofe aSdwaxdX THE rose reader. 

With numerous Illustrations. CrtfwmSvo. 
2s.6d, Also in 4 Parts, Parts I. and II. 
6d. each ; Part III. Zd. ; Part IV. rod. 

Buble (A. &>, M.A., Head Master of 
College, Eltham. THE GOSPEL AC- 
CORDING TO ST. MARK. With three 
Maps. Crown Zvo, ix. 6d. 

[Junior School Books. 

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Crown 
Bvo. as. [Junior School Books. 

THE FIRST BOOK OF KINGS. With 
Notes. Crown Zvo. is. 6d, 

[Junior School Books. 

Buisell (W. OlarkX THE LIFE of 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations hy F. Brangwyn. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
8t. AlUielm, THE DEVOTIONS OF. 
Edited by C. C J. Wkbb, M.A. SmcMPott 
Zvo. Clotht as. ; ieather, 2s. 6d, net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

St. AngQstine, THE confessions of. 

Newly Translated, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by C Bigg. D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. Third Edition. Small 
Pott Zvo. Clotkt a*; leather ^ as. 6d. net. 

(Library of Devotion. 

St Gyres (Vlsconnt). the life of 

FRANCOIS DE FENELON. Illus- 
trated. Demy Zvo, lox. td. 

Sales (St. Frands de). ON the love 

OF GOD. Edited by W. T. Knox-Little, 
M.A. Small PottZvo. C loth, as. ; leather, 
as. 6d. net. [Library of Devotion. 

Salmon (A. L.). Cornwall, illustrated 

by B. C. Boulter. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, 
3X. ; leather, %5. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

Sar^eannt (J.), M.A. annals of 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. With 

numerous lUostrations. Demy Zvo. is. 6d. 
Satbas (0.). THE HISTORY OF 

PSELLUS. Demy Zvo, i^s. net. 

[Byzantine Texts. 
SollXDitt (Jobn). THE CHRONICLE OF 

MOREA. Demy Zvo, tss.net. 

[Byzantine Texts. 
Seei«7(H.G.) F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 

AIR. With many Illustrations. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 
Sells (V. P.X M.A. THE MECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Crown 

Zvo, as. 6d. [University Extension Series. 

Selous (BdmnndX tommy smiths 

ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo, as. 6d. 

SbaJcespeare (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, x6a3 ; 163a ; 1664 ; 
x68s. 
E^ch Four Guineas net. 

Tbe Arden Edition. 

Demy Zvo. y, 6d. each volume. General 
Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition of 
Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with 



a full Xntrodoction, Textual Notes, and 

a Commentary at the foot of the p^e. 
HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowdbn, 

Litt.D. 
ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 

Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 
KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. 
JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac- 

MILLAN, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Morton 

Luce. 
OTHELLO. Edited by H. C Hart. 
CYMBELI N£. Edited by Edward Dowden. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. 

Baildon. [Nearly Ready. 

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 
MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM. 

Edited by H. Cuningham. 

[Nearly Ready. 
HENRY V. Edited by H. A Evans. 

The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Pott 

x6mo. Leather, price is. net each volunu. 
TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 
A COMEDY OF ERRORS. 
THE TEMPEST. 

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 
LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
AS YOU LIKE IT. 
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 
A WINTER'S TALE. 
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. 
KING JOHN. 
KING RICHARD II. 
KING HENRY IV. Part i. 
KING HENRY IV. Part. 11. 
KING HENRY V. 
KING HENRY VL Part i. 
KING HENRY VI. Part 11. 
KING HENRY VL Part iii. 
KING RICHARD III. 

Sharp (AX VICTORIAN POETS. Crown 
Zvo. as, 6d, [University Extension Series. 

ShedlOCk (J. S.). THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA: Its Origin and Development. 
Crown Zvo. 5* . 

Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 
on the death of John Keats, Author of 
Endymion, etc Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. as. n4t. [Rariora. 

Sherwell(Arthiir),M.A. LIFE IN WEST 

LONDON. Third Edition. Crown Zvo, 
as. 6d, [Social Questions Series. 

SiChei (WalterX DISRAELI : A Study in 
Personality and Ideas. Demy 8zv. xas. 6d. 
net. 

BEACONSFIELD. Fcap. Zvo, cloth, y. 6d.; 
leather, ^. net, 

[Little Biographies. Nearly Ready. 
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SimaCJ.X REYNOLDS. With many IIlus- 
trations. Demy idtno. zs. 6d. net. 

[Little Books on Ail. 

8ketchl07(B. B. D.X WATTS. With 
many Illustrations. Demy xtnto. sr. fid. 
net. [Little Books on Art. 

Sladen (Dou^lasX Sicily. With over 

300 Illustrations. Crown ^vo. $s. net, 

[Nearly Ready. 

Small (EvanX m.a. the earth. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Crozvn Bvo. as, td. 

[University Extension Series. 

Smallwood, (BL Q.\ vandyck. With 

many Illustrations. Demy iSmo, as, 6d. 
net. [Little Books on Art. [Nearly Ready. 

Smadley (F. EX frank fairlegh. 

With 28 Plates bv Georgb Cruikshank. 

Fcap. Bv0, 3f. 6a, net, [Nearly Ready. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Smith (Horace and JamesX REJECTED 

ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley, 
M.A. SnteUl Pott %vo^ cloth^xs, 6d. net. ; 
leathery 2s, 6d, net. [Little Library. 

SneU (F. J.X A BOOK OV EXMOOR. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Sophocles. ELECTRA AND AJAX. 
Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, M.A., 
Assistant Master at Winchester. 2s. 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 

Sometdi. A.X andAcatosCU. J.). Modem 

Language Masters at King Edward s School, 
Birmingham. A JUNIOR FRENCH 
GRAMMAR. Crown 6vo. as. 

[Junior School Books. 

South (WUtOn EX M.A. THE GOSPEL 
ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. 
Crown %vo. is. 6d, [Junior School Books. 

Southey (R.) ENGLISH SEAMEN. 

Vol. I. (Howard,Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, 

CavendishX Edited, writh an Introduction, 

b^ David Hannay. Second Edition. 

drown Zvo. 6s. 

Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 
Essex, and RaleighX Crown %vo, 6s, 

Spence (C. H.X M.A. , Clifton College. HIS- 
TORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAM- 
INATION PAPERS. Second Edition. 
Crown ^vo, as. 6d, 

[School Examination Series. 

Spooner (W. A.X M. a. . Warden of New Col- 
lege, Oxford. BISHOP BUTLER. With 
Portrait. Crown Bvo. 3; . 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Stanhrldge (J. W.X B.D., late Canon of 
York, and sometime Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxford. A BOOK OF DEVO- 
TIONS. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, as.; 
leather, as. 6d. net. [Lil»-ary of Devotion. 

•Standiffe.* GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo, is, 

StedmaxL (A. M. M.X m.a. 

INITIA LATIN A : Easy Lessons on Ele- 
mentary Accidence. Sixth Edition, Fca/, 

ivo. IS, 



FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eighth Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. as, 

FIRST LATIN READER. ^ With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised, xZmo, 
IS. 6d, 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM C^SAR. 
The Helvetian War. Second Edition. 
xSmo. IS. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Parti. 
The Kings of Rome. iSmo, Second Edi- 
tion. IS. 6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Hinth Edition. 
Eca/. 8vo. IS, 6eL 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises in 
Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. Third 
Edition, Crown Bvo. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Ninth euul Cheaper Edition, 
re-written. Crown Bvo. is, 6d, Key, 
y.net. Original Edition, as. 6d, 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. ^ Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo, is. 6d. With Vocabulary, as. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous 
Latin Exerases on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap.Bvo. is.6d. 
With Vocabulary. 2X. Key, as, net. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI- 
TION : Arrnnged according to Subjects. 
Eleventh Edition. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
iBmo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re- 
vised. iBmo, IS. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown 
Bvo, IS, 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition,revised. * 
Fcap. Bvo. IS. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI- 
TION. Arranged according to Subjects. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition. 
Fcap, Bvo^ as, 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Sixth Edition, 
iBmo, Bd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Sixth Edi- 
tion, revised. Crown Bvo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Ft/th Edi- 
tion, revised. Fcap, Bvo. is, 6a, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabulary. 
Fourth Edition, Crown Bvo, as, 6d. Key. 
-xs. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Eleventh Edition, Fcap, Bvo. is. 
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FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 

MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 

IDIOMS. TiMUtk Edition, Crown %vo, 

9$. 6d. ^ [School Examination Series. 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 

Students only, to be had on application 

to the Publishers. Fifth Edition. 

Crown 8v0. 6s. tut. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINA- 

TION PAPERS. Fourth Edition. Crotun 

9tfO. as. 6d. [School Examination Series. 

Kbv (Third Edition) issued as above. 

7^. net. 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 

MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 

IDIOMS. Seventh Edition. Crown Zyo. 

as. 6d. [School Examination Series. 

Key (Third Edition) issued as above. 

6s. net. 

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 

MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 

IDIOMS. Twe^h Edition. Crown Zvo. 

as. 6d. [School Examination Series. 

Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 

6s. net. 

Steel (R. ElliottK M.A., F.C.S. THE 

WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including 

Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism, 

Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, 

Astronomy, and Geology. 147 Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 

PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS. 

Crown Btfo. as. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 
Stephemon (C), of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and 8ud<lard8(F.) of the York- 
shire College, Leeds. ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, Second Edition. 

StephenBon (J.). M.A. THE CHIEF 

TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Croivn Zvo. 3*. 6d. 

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
Small Pott Zvo. Cloth^ if. 6d.net; leather, 
as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

Sterry (W.), m.a. annals of eton 

COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo, js, 6d, 

Steuart(Xatli0rine2. BY ALLAN WATER. . 

SecoM Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s. 

stevenBon (R. L.). the letters of 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductions, by Sidney Colvin. Sixth and 
Cheaper Edition, Crown Zvo. las. 

Iavrakv Kditios. Dem^ Z7/0. a vols, ass.net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Third 
Edition. Crown Zvo. Buchram, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 



THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stoddart (Anna K.) ST. francis OF 

ASSISI. With t6 Illustrations. Fct^. 

Zvo. Clothf 3s. 6d. ; leather, as. net, 

[L4ttle Biographies. 
Stone CB. D.), M.A., late Assistant Master at 

Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE 

ODYSSEY. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d. 
Stone (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 

With a Mem<»r by F. G. Ellerton, M.A. 

With Portrait. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

Straker <F.), Assoc, of the Institute of 
Bankers, and Lecturer to the London 
Chamber of Commerce. THE MONEY 
MARKET. Crowff Zvo, as, 6d. net. 

[Books on Business. [Nearly Ready. 

Streane <A. W.), D.D. ECCLESIASTES. 

With an Introduction and Notes. Fea^. 
Zvo. ts, 6d. net, [Churchman's Bible. 

Stroud (H.), D.Sc., M. A. , Professorof Physics 
in the Durham College of Science, New< 
castlesjn-Tyne. PRACTICAL PHYSICS. 
Fully Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 3f'6d. 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

Strutt (Joeepli). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many enerav- 
inn. Revised by J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 
F.S.A. Quarto, ait. net. 

Stuart (Capt Donald), the struggle 

FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 

SucUinir <Sir John), fragmenta 

AUREA : a Collection of all the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by. And published 
by^ a friend^ to perpetuate his memory. 
IVinted by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphrey Moseley, and 
are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. Paul's Churchyard, 
1646. 6s, net. [Rariora. Nearly Ready. 

SnddardS (F.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). handley cross. 

With 17 Coloured Plates and zoo Woodcuts 
in the Text by John Leech. Fca/. Zvo, 
4«. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30^. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Ltbrauy. 

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 

With z3CQloured Plates and 90 Woodcuu 

in the Text by John Leech. Fca/. Zvo. 

35. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 30^. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
JORROCKS' JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES. 
With 15 Coloured Plates by H. Alken. 
Fcap, Zvo. 3X. 6d. net. 

Also a limited edition on large Japanese 
paper. 3or. net. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. 
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ASK MAMMA. With 13 Coloured Plates 

and 70 Woodcuts in the Text hy John 

Lbbch. fca/. Svo. ^ 3x. 6d. tut. 
Also a limited edition on laxf^e Japanese 

paper. 3ar. nrt. 

[Illustrated Pocket Library. Nearly Ready. 
Swift (JoiUltlian). THE JOURNAL TO 

STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitkbn. 

Cr0t»H 9v0. 6s. 
SymesCJ. EL), M.A. THE FRENCH 

REVOLUTION. CrovmZvo. a*. 6rf. 

[University Extension Series. 

Syrett (Vetta). a school year, iiius. 

trated. Demy x6ma. 21. 6d. 

[Little Blue Books. 

TadtUB. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, 
Notts, Map, etc By R. F. Davis, M.A. , 
late Assistant Master at Weymouth College. 
Ctvum Btfo. as. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Crwm 
iva. as, 

AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA. Translated 
b^^ R. B. TowNSHENo, late Scholar of 
Trinity College, Cambridjje. Crotun Zvo. 
as. 6d. [Classical Translations. 

Tauler(J.). THE inner way. Being 
Thirty-six Sermons for Festivals by John 
Taulbk. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Small Pott Bva, Cioih, as.; leather, 
as. 6d. Met. [Library of Devotion. 

Taunton (E. L.). A history of the 

JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With lUus- 
trations. Demy Bve, azs. net, 

Taylor (A B.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. DemyZvc. xos.td.net. 

Taylor <F. a.). M.A. commercial 

ARITHMETIC Third Edition. Crown 
8tw. xs. 6d. [Commercial Series. 

Taylor <MiM J. A). SIR WALTER 

RALEIGH. With 12 Illustrations. Fca/. 
Bvo, Cloth, js. 6d. ; leather , 4s. net. 

[Little Biographies. 
Taylor (T. M.), M. A., Fellow of Gonville and 
Caius College, Cambridge. A CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HIS- 
TORY OF ROME. CrotvH Bvo. js, 6d. 

TennyBon< Alfred. Lord), the early 

POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and an 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. Crown 8tw. 6s. 

Also with 10 Illustrations in Photogravure 
by W. E. F. Britten. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton 
Collins, M.A. Crown Bioo. 6s. 

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Words- 
worth. Small Pott Bvo, Cloth, xs. 6d, 
net ; leather, as. 6d. net. (Little library. 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C Bbbch- 
iNc, M.A. SmaH Pott Bvo, Cloth, xs.6d. 
net: father, as. 6d. net, (Little Library. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF. Edited by J. C. 
Collins, M.A. SmeUl Pott Bvo. Clotk,xs. 
6d, net: leather, at, 6d, net. [Little Library. 



THE PRINCESS. Edited by ELirABETH 
Wordsworth. Small Pott Bvo. Cloth, xs. 
6d. net; leather, as, 6d, net. [Little library. 

Terry (C. 8.). THE YOUNG PRE- 
TENDER. With 12 Illustrations. Fca^. 
Bvo. llCloth, js. 6d.; leather, 4s. net. 

[Little Biographies. 

Terton(Alioe). lights and shadows 

IN A HOSPITAL. Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

Thackeray (W. K.). vanity fair. 

Edited by Stephen Gwynn. Three 
Volumes. Small Pott Bvo. Each volume, 
cloth, xs. 6d. net; leather, as. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

PEN DENNIS. Edited by Stephen Gwynn. 
Three Volumes. Small Pott Bvo. Each 
volume, cloth, xs. 6d. net ; leather, as. 6d. 
net. [Little Library. 

ESMOND. Edited by Stephen Gwynn. 
Small Pott Boo. Cloth, xs. 6d. net ; leather, 
as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by Stephen 
Gwynn. Small Pott Bvo. Cloth, xs. 6d. 
net; leather, as, 6d. net. (Little Library. 

THE LOVING BALLAD OF LORD 

BATEMAN. With xz Plates by George 

Cruikshank. Crown x6nto, xs. 6d. net. 

From the edition published by C. Tilt, z8ii. 

TheolMtld (F. W.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. as. 6d.^ 

[University Extension Series. 

Thompson (A. H.). Cambridge and 

ITS COLLEGES. Illustrated by E. H. 
New. Small Pott Bvo, Cloth, \s. ; leather, 
y. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

TOnipkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. HERT- 
FORDSHIRE Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Small Pott Boo. Cloth, y. ; leather, %s. 6d. 
net, [Little Guides. 

Toynbee (Paget). M.A.. D.Lftt. dante 

STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. 
Demy Bvo. xos. 6d. net, 
DANTE ALIGHIERI. With xa Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Fcap.Boo. Cloth, 
3r. 6d.: leather, 4s, net. 

[Little Biographies. 

Trenoh(Herbert). deirdre wed : and 

Other Poems. Crown Bvo. 5s, 

TroutheckCG.E.). Westminster 

ABBEY. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 
Small Pott Boo. Cloth, 3s. ; leather, %s. 6d. 
net, [Little Guides. 

Tuckwen(Oertrude). THE state and 

ITS CHILDREN. Crown Boo. as. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

Twining (LonisaX WORKHOUSES AND 

PAUPERISM. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 
TSrler (E. A.X B.A., F.C.S. A JUNIOR 
CHEMISTRY. Crown Bvo. as.6d 

[Junior School Books. 

Tyreu-am (Fraaoes). TURNER. 

Demy x6mo, as. 6d, net* 

[Little Books on Art. Nearly Ready. 
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YaxuOiaJX (Henry), the poems of. 

Edited by Edward Hutton. Small Pott 
8cw. Cloth, xi. 6d. net; UatkerfV. 6d. net. 
[Little Library. [Nearly Ready. 
V0«gelln (A.), M.A. JUNIOR GERMAN 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fca^. Bvo. 
XX. [Junior Examination Series. 

Wade (G. WA D. D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Second EdiHoiu 
Crown %vo. 6s, 

Walters (H. B.). GREEK ART. With 
many Illustrations. Demy x6mo. as. bd. 
net, [Little Books on Art. 

Walton (Isaac) and Cotton (Charles). 

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. With 14 
Plates and 77 Woodcuts in the Text. 
Fcap Bvo. 3s. 6d. net, 

[lUustrated Pocket Library. 

This volume is reproduced from the 

beautiful edition of John Major of i834-5. 

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. Edited by 

J. BucHAN. Small Pott Bvo, Cloth^ is. 6a. 

net ; leather, as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

Warmelo(D.8.yan). ON COMMANDO. 

With Portrait. Crown Bvo. 3*. 6d, 

Waterhonse (Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
Selected. Fourth Edition, Small PottBvo, 
Cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, as.6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

Weatherhead (T. C), M.A. examina- 
tion PAPERS IN HORACE. Crotvn 
Bvo. 2s. net, 

JUNIOR GREEK EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. Fca^. Bvo. "... 

[Junior Examination Series. 

Webb (W. T.). A BOOK OF BAD 
CHILDREN. With 50 Illustrations by 
H. C. Sandy. Demy i6mo, zs. 6d, 

(Little Blue Books. 

Webber (P. O- CARPENTRY and 

JOINERY. With many Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown Bvo. %s. 6d. 

Wells (Sidney H.). PRACTICAL ME- 

CHANICS. With 75 Illustrations and 
Diagrams. Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 
3J, 6d. [Textbooks of Technology. 

WellsC J.), M.A. , Fellowand Tutor of Wadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the University. 
Third Edition Crown Bvo, 3*. 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Fifth 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cr. Bvo. v. 6d. 
This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 
Pass Students at the Universities. It con- 
tains copious Tables, etc. 

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. Fifth Edition. 
Pott Bvo, Cloth, 3f. ; leather ^ ^j . 6d. net. 

[Little Guides. 

Wetniore(HelenC.). THE last OF the 

GREAT scouts C Buffalo Bill '). With 
Illustrations. Second Edition, DemyB/oo. 6s. 



Whibley (C). See Henley and Whibley. 

Wbibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Whltaker (Q. H.), M.A. THE EPISTLE 
OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO 
THE EPHESIANS. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. net. 

[Churchman's Bible. 

Wbite (aubert). the natural his- 

TORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 

L. C Miall, F.R.S., assisted by W. 

Warde Fowler, M.A. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Whitfield (E. E.). PRECIS WRITING 

AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo, as. 

[Commercial Series. 
COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN 

THEORY AND PRACTICE. Crown 

Bvo. ss. [Commercial Series. 

An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 

Series treating the question of Commercial 

Education fully from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent. 

Wbitley (MiSSX See Lady Dilke. 

Wbsrte (A. O.), B.Sc, Editor of Electrical 
Investments. THE ELECTRICAL 
INDUSTRY. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. net, 
iFBooks on Business. Nearly Ready. 

Wilber&rce OKTilfridX VELASQUEZ. 

With many Illustrations. Demy t6mo. 
as. 6d. net. 

[Little Books on Art . Nearly Ready. 
WilWns (W. H.), B.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

^miiamson (W.). the British gar- 

DENER. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

Williamson (W.). B.A. JUNIOR ENG- 

LISH EXAMINATION PAPERS. 

Fca/. Bvo. IS. [Junior Examination Series. 
A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. With 

numerous passages for parsing^ and analysis, 

and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crown 

Bvo, as. [Junior School Books. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 

PASSAGES. Eiffhth Edition. Crown Bvo. 

IS. 6d. [Junior School Books. 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. 

Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo. is. 

Wilmot.BllXton(E. Bl). THE MAKERS 
OF EUROPE. Crown Bvo. Second Edi- 
tion, 3^. 6d. 
A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 

Wilson (Bishop), sacra privata. 

Edited by A. E. Burn, B.D. Small Pott 
Bvo. Cloth, as. ', leather, as. 6d. net. 

[Library of Devotion. 

Willson (Heckles). LORD strath- 

CONA : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 
Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also publbhed. 
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WUflOn (A. J.X E<fitor of tbe ImoesUp's 
Rtvitw, CSCT Editor of tlie Dmil^ 
ChromcU, THE INSURANCE IN- 
DUSTRY. CTvmm%oc. 3s.6d.mt. 

[Books on Biisui«s& Nearly Ready. 

Wilson CB. A). l^W IN BUSINESS. 
CnmmZvo. 'zs.6d.ntt. (Books on Business. 

mitOK (BidUUdX M.A. LYRA PAS- 
TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Chnzcfa, and 
Home. Pott %oo, ». 6d. 
A Tolnme of devodooal p«»**% 

WlnlMlt (8. B.X M.A., Assistant Blaster in 
Christ's Hospital. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. CyvmsScw. ».&/. 
An elementary \iKxk. adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin 
Primer. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid 
to Composition. Crown Ztw. j/s. 6d. Kby, 

5*- fut. 

Wmdle (B. C. kX D.Sc, F.R.S. SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S COUNTRY. Illostraled by 
'E.. 'a.. "^WN. Second Edition. Small Pott 
2vo. cloth, y.; leather, y.6d. net. 

[Little Guides. 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. SnuUl Pott Zvo. Cloth, 
3*. ; leather, 3*. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

REMAINS OF THE PREHISTORIC 
AGE IN ENGLAND. With numerous 
Illustrations and Plans. Demy 9vo.js. 6d. 
net. [Antiquary's Library. Nearly Ready. 

CHESTER. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Crown Zvo. y. 6d. net. [Ancient Cities. 

Winterbotham (Canon), M. a.,b.Sc. ,ll. p>. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE 
AND HEREAFTER. Crortm Zvo. y. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

Wood (J. A E.X HOW TO MAKE A 

DRESS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Cr.Zvo. js.6d. [Textbooks of Technology. 

Wordsworth (CliriBtopher). M.A., and 
Littlehales (Henry). OLD service 



BOOKS OF THE ENGLISH 
church. With Coloured and other 
llhistratioos. Detny %vo. ^ ys. 6d. net, 

[Antiquary's Library. 

WordBWorUi (W.). SELECTIONS. 

Edited by Nowell C Smith, M.A. 

Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, u. 6d, net; leather, 

zs. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

WordBWortli (W.) and Ckfloridge (8. T.X 
LYRICAL BALLADS. EditedbyGsoRCB 
Sampsok. Small Pott Zvo. Cloth, is, 6d. 
net ; leather, ar. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

Wrlgbt (Arthnr). M. A., Fellow of (Dueen's 
CoUcKe, Cambndge. SOME NEW 
TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. Crown 
Zvo. fir. [Churchman's Library. 

WtisHt (SOPbioX GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fcap. 
Zvo. IS. 6d. 

Wyida (A. B.X MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy Zvo. 
ly. net. 

Wyndliam (0.). M.P. the POEMS OF 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Demy Zvo. Bnck- 
ram, gilt top. tos. 6d. 

Wyon(K.)andPranoe(ax THE LAND 

OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published* 

Yeats (W. B.X AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition. Crown Zvo. 3J. 6d. 

Yendl8(M.). THE GREAT RED FROG. 
A Story told in 40 Coloured Pictures. 
Fcap. Zvo. IS. net. 

Young (T.M). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 
Work and Workers. With an Introduction 
by Elijah Helm, Secretary to the Man- 
chester Chamber of Commerce. Crown Zvo. 
cloth, 2S. 6d. ; paper boards, is, 6d. 



Antiquary's Library, The 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 



ENGLISH MONASTIC LIFE. By the Right Rer. 
Abbot Gasquet. O.S.B. Illustrated. Demy 9vo. 
js. 6d. net. 

REMAINS OP THE PREHISTORIC AGE IN ENG- 
LAND. By B. C. A. Windle. D.Sc, F.R.S. With 



numerous inustratioiu and Plans. Demy 8tw. 7/. 
ttLnet. 
OLD Service Books op the English church. 
By Christopher Wordsworth, M.A., and Henry 
Littlehales. With Coloured and other Illustra- 
tions. Demy 9va. js. 6tt. net. 



Business, 

Crortm ^vo. 
The first Twelve volumes are — 

Docks and ports. Bv Douglas Owen. 
Railways. By E. R. McDermott. 
the Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid. 
The Insurance industry. By A. I. Wilson. 
the Electrical industry. By A. G. Whyte. 

B.Sc 
THE SHIPBUILDING INDUSTRY. By David Pollock, 

M.I.N.A. 



Books on 

2s, 6d. tut. 



The money Market. By F. Strakar. 

TH E agr icultural INDUSTRY. By A. G. L. 

Rogers, M.A. 
Law in BUSINESS. By H. A. Wilson. 
THE BREWING INDUSTRY. By Julian L. Baker, 

FICFCS 
The' AUTOMOBILE Industry. By G. de H. Stone, 
MINING and Mining investments. By ' A. Moll.* 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



Bysuitine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D. 



ZACHARIAM OP MmrLBNM. Tmisl«t«d by F. J. 
Hamilton, D.D.. and E. W. Brooki. Dtn^ •»#. 
x»s.€d.ntL 



CVACRIU*. Edited bf L^oa 
Bid«s. Ikmy990. im. 6AfMC 



nd M. 



THB History of PsbLLUS. Edited by C. Sathas. 

Dtmy to*. 15/. «m/. 
ECTHBSis CHRomcA. Edited by ftafenar Laab. 

rot. Demy Saw. js. 6d, net. 
THB CHRONICLE OP MORRA. Edited by Jelio 
SchmitL Dei^y Sw. isr. net. 



Chnrclixnan'g Bible, The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D.. F.R.&E. 

The volnmes are practical aod devotional, and the text of the Authorised 
Version is explained in sections, which correspond as far as possible with the 
Church Lectionary. 



THR EPISTLR TO THB GALATIANS. Edited by 
A. W, Robinaoii, M.A. Fcm/. %t». is. M. net. 

ECCLBSIASTBS. Edited by A. W. Streane. D.D. 
FcMp. 9»fe, te. td. net. 

THR EPISTI.B TO THR PHILIPPIANS. Edited 
by C. R. D. Biggs, D.D. Fat/. •»«. ts. 4d, net. 



THB Epistlb of St. JaMBS. Edited by H. W 

Folford. M.A. Fat/. •»#. m. 6J. net. 
Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes. D.D.. Hulsaeaa 

ProfieaM>r of Divinity. Tiue yelutnes. Feup. Bve. 

*s.neteaek. With Map. 
The Epistlb op St. Paul the apostlbto the 

Ephesians. Edited by G. H. WlUtalcer, M.A. 

Fea/. Sxw. is. 6d. net. 



Ohurchiiuui'g Ubrazy, The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E., Examining Chaplain to the 

Bishop of Aberdeen. 



THB BBGOmiNCS OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. 
By W. E. CoUiaa, M.A. Witii Map. Crvwn 9ve. 

SOMR Nbw Tbstambnt Problbms. By Artliur 

Wriffikt. M.A. Crown 9v*. 6s. 
THB KINGX>Olt OP HEAVEN HERB AND HERE- 

APTBR. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., B.Sc.. 

LL.B. Crewn tve. y. id. 
THR WORKMANSHIP OF THE PRAYER BOOK : Its 

Literary and Liturfical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 

D.D. Seeend Eiitien. Cmm Wife. y. 6d. 



EVOLUTION. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 

Crown tvo. 3r. 6d. 
THB OLD TESTAMENT AND THB NEW SCHOLAR- 

SHIP. By J. W. Peters. D.D. Crown 9vo. 6s. 
THE CHURCHMAN'S INTRODUCTION TO THB OLD 

Tbstambnt. Edited by A. M. Mackay. B.A. 

Crown 8vo. $s. 6d. 
The CHURCH OP CHRIST. By E. T. Green. M.A. 

Crown Bvo. 6r. 
COMPARATIVE THEOLOGY. By J. A. MacCuUoch. 

Crown 9vo. 6s. 



Olassical Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A,, Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Crown Stv. 



iESCHYLUS— Afamcmnon, Clioeplioroe, Eumenides. 

Translated by Lewis Campbell LL.D. v. 
CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated by £. N. P. 

Moor, M.A. 3^. 6d. 
CiCBRO--Select Orations (fto Milone, Pro Mureno, 

Philippic II.. in Catilinam). Translated by H. E. 

D. Blakitton. M.A. sr. 
CICERO— De Nature Deomm. Translated by F. 

Broolu. M.A. «r. 6d. 
CICERO— De OflScBs. Translated by G. B. Gardiner, 

M.A. 9S. 6d. 
HORACE— The Odet and Epodes. Translated by 

A. Gedley. M.A. 9S. 



LUCIAN— Six DiaieffuesfNigrinttS. Icare.MeniM>tts. 
The Cock, The Snip. The Parasite. The Lerer of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. Irwin, M.A. 
Zt.6d. 



SOPHOCLBS— Electra and AJax. 
D. A. Morshead. M.A. ar. 6d. 



Translated by E. 
Translated by 



Tacitus— Aipricola and Gennania. 
R. B. Townshend. as. td. 

THB Satires op Juvenal. Translated by S. G. 
Owen. Crown Bvo, as. 6d. 



Commercial Series, Methuen's 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS» Litt.D., M.A. 

Crown Svo, 



COMMBRaAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND 
PRACTICB. By E. E. Whitfield. M.A. v. 

An introducnen to Methuenfs Coaumerdal Series 
treatfng tlie qnestkm of Cenunerdal Ed u cation fully 
from both the point of riew of the teacher and of 
theparMtt. 



BRITISH Commerce and Colonibsfrom Eliza- 
beth TO Victoria. ^ H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D.. M.A. Tkdrd Edition, as. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION PAPERS. By H. de 
B. Gibbins, I.itt.D.. M.A. is.6d. 

[C0HtinM€d, 



General Literature 



as 



Mbthuem's Commbrcial SnioBs—cautiHugti. 

THB economics op COMMBBCB. By H. de B. 

Gibbias* LittD.. M.A. ts.6tl. 
A GBRM AN COMHBItCIAI. REAbBB. By S. E. Bdly. 

With Vocabtilary. «r. 
A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF THB BRITISH 

EMPIRE. B7X^W.Lyde.M.A. Tht'rdBdiHw.v. 
A PRIMER OP BireiNESS. By S. Jackson, M.A. 

ThMlEdiiim, ts.td. 
COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC.' By P. G. Taylor. 

M.A. Third EtUti»H, ts.6d. 
FB8NCH COMMBRCIAL CORRB^IKMmENCB. By S. 

E. Bally. With VocabuUry. Third Edition. ». 



GERMAN COUMBRCtAL CORRBSKMIDBNCB. By 
S. E.BaUy. With Vocabulary. v.%d, 

A FRENCH COMMBRCIAL RBADBR. By S. E. BaUy. 
With Vocabulary. Suotut EdiHtn. •/. 

PRECIS WRITING AND OFFICE CORRBSPONDBNCB. 
By E. £. Whitfield. M. A Steond BdOiMt. tx. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND BUSINESS. BjT H. 

Jones. IS. 6d. 
The principlrs of Book-keeping by Double 

Entry. By J. E. B. M'AUen, M .A. tx. 
COMMBRaAL Law. By W. Douglas Edwards, ar. 



Coxmoisseurs Library, The 

fVide Royal Svo. 2Ss. net. 

Also a limited edition on Japanese vellum, with the photogravures on India paper. 
£7, 7s. net. 

The first volumes will be — 

Mezzotints. By Cyril Darenport. I PORCELAIN. By Edward DiUon. 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. I 

Devotion, The Library of 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net. 



The confessions of ST. Aucustinb. Edited by 

C. BIgff, D.D. Third Edition, 
THB CHRISTIAN YEAR. Edited by Walter Lock, 

D.D. Second EdUi9H, 
THB iMn-ATlON of CHRIST. , Edited by C. Bin, 

D.D. Second Edition, 
A book of Devotions. Edited by J. W. Stan* 

bridee. B.D. 
Lyra InnocbntIUM. Edited by Walter Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a devout and Holy Life. 

Edited by C. BigK, D.D. Second Edition, 
THE Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D. 
A GUIDE TO Eternity. Edited by J. W. Stan* 

bridfre. B.D. 
The Psalms of David. Edited by B. W. Ran- 
dolph, D.D. 
LyraAPOSTOUCA. Edited by Canon Scott HoDand 

and Canon H. C. Beechinff, 11. A 

THB INNER WAY. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M. A 

THE Thoughts of Pascal. Edited by C. s. 
Jenam, M.A 



ON THB Love of God. By St. Fraads de Sales 

Edited by W. J. Knoz-Little, M.A. 
A Manual of consolation from the Saints 

AND Fathers. Edited by J. H. Burn, B.0 

the song of songs. Edited by B. Blasland, M.A. 
THB Devotions of St. anselm. Edited by c. 

C. J. Webb. M.A. 
Grace Abounding. By John Bunyan. Edited by 
S. C. Freer, M.A. 

Bishop Wilson^; Sacra Privata. Edited by 
A. E. Bum, B.D. 

LYRA Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. Edited by 
H. C. Beechini;, M.A.. Canon of Westminster. 

A Day Book from the Saints and Fathers. 
Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection from the English 
Mystics. Edited by E. C. Greifory. 

Light. Life, and Love. A Selection from the 
German Mystics. Edited by W. K. Inge, M.A. 



UlTurtonted Pocket Library of Plain and Oolonred Books, The 
Fcap, %vo, 3 J. 6d, net to 4s. 6d. net each volume, 

A series, in small form* of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are. faithfolly reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. 

OOLOUBED BOOKS 



TRB Life and death op John Mytton, Esq. 
By Nimrod. With s8 Coloured Plates t>y Henry 
Ancen andT. J. Rawlins. Third Edition, ^.id. net. 
Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 
jftt.net. 
THE Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. With 
3S Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken, as. Ut, net. 

Abo a limited eduion on large Japaneae paper. 
Tfit.n€i. 
Hanim:.ey Cross, By R. S. Svrteea. With 17 
Coloured nates and too Woodcuts fai the Test by 
John Leech. 4«. td. net. 

Abo a limited editicm on large Japanese paper. 
yii.n€t. 



Mr. Sponge's Sfortinc Tour. Bv R. S. Suriaes. 
With S3 Colcured Plates and 90 Woodcuu in the 
Text by John Leech, y. id. neL 

Also a limitod edition on latgv Ja p anese paper. 
yis.net. 
JORROCKS' Jaunts and jollities. By R. 8. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. Aiken. 
y.6d, net. 

Abo a limited ediiloa on large Japanese paper. 
30/. net. 

Thb Tolnnie b reprinted lirom ttie extremely tare 
and cotthr edition of 1S43. which eoniifais Aiken's 
Tcry Ane ilhutfittkias latCMd of the nsnal enea by 
Phiz. 

Cantinii€il, 
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Tin iLLDmuTm Poosr Liiuutr— c^nd'Hi 



FICTVUKMIIK. Br.^ 
COMOyTlOW. Bf ' 

AbP ■ ItBlud •dJltai OB toijo Ji j iiii r popH. 

TKB HltTOHV or JOHHKV QUAE CBHUSt lilt 
IjBl. FnuBllIu of ibt tati tW. SmM. _ If tht 

jUv iilMltHl ■SiSmm liin 'fipimw pjpg. 



PIAIH BOOII 



* Doctor Inlai.' lUutntod vU ■• ColDund 
jUh > BbIM ■dlUoi o> lull JwoBoa pops. 

' Jimr HmwtlHin. £n^ on/ bk Bl^nM FtHad, 
tWbtUu ToB. ^ nm Ark Willi 3 
■ii-mm PwMan Wwd. ii.mLmi 
Abo liitai odMoa H lux* J>ihmh fpm. 



NlWCOHB. 8« u OKCK. wia It CeloHRa 
■Bd ]( COJHUV4 .FUW by 

lODurspoTtf ' bjr the niRwbtill, 



RB C^Avi ; A niK. BrRobin 

br u EteUon tBKW«d by Li 

Ina lU Orldatl lotwkw ol WDI 
WM u EmwI TMa Tt* *■>■ • 
■takaWOUaph R-' -- " -" 
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pioofi udAdupUfJiHHteflbeplBfcL icr 

Junior Examlnatioii Series 
Edited b]r A. M. M. Stbduan, M.A. Aii^. 8va 

JUHIOII PHBKCH EX*llIKATIOH PAraHS. Bt F. i lTT«in. n.Biiir mr.uiw.i- 
jKOt^B-A. _ . _ , 

JUHKMt ABtmUKTIC BXAUrHUlOH f APERS. *■ C. Blia, M.A, 

JUI^K 'alCEBUjI EX^INiITIo'n'PAFEKS. By t VoctHM, M.A. 

Junior School-Books, Methuen's 
Ediled by O. D. Inskip, LL.D.,andW. Williawsoh, B.A. 



General Literature 



Methuen's Junior ScHooL-^OQKS-^fin(iHu44> 
Thb Gospel according to St. Mark. Edited 
bv A. E. Rubie. M.A.. Headmaster of Colleee, 
Eltham. With Three Maps. CrvwnBvo, is. 63.' 

A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. By W. Wiiliamsoii. 
B.A. With numerous passages for parsing and 
analysis, and a chapter on Euay Wrktn£; Cr««vf 
9pp, asi 

A JUNIOR ChbmiSTRV. '. By E. A. Tyler, B.A., 
F.C.S., Science Master at Swansea Grammar 
School, With 73 Illustrations. Cfvwi»8sw. ax.M. ' 



THB ACTS OP THE APOSTLBS. Edited by A. E. 

Ruble, M.A., Headmaster of College, Eltham. 

CrvwH 8tv. ar. 
A Junior French grammar. By L. A. Somet 

and M. I. Acatos,! Modem I^anguage Masters at 

Kini; Eaward's School, Birmingham. Cr. 8v«. ar. 
Slbmenta'^v experimbntal science. 

Physics by w. t. Clough, A.R.C.S. chemis- 
. TRY by A. E. Dunstan. B.Sc With numerous 

Diagrams. CfWH Stw. ax. 
A Junior geometry. By Noel S. Lydon. With 
numerous Diagrams. Cmvn Scv. as. 



LeadexB of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. M.A. With Portraits. Crown Bvo. y.6d. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life 
and thought of all ages and countries. 

John Knox. ByF. MacCunn. 
JOHN Howe. By R. F. Horton. D.D. 
Bishop ken. By F. A. Clarice. M.A. 
George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin 
D.C.L. 



Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton. 
JOHN Wesley, By J. H. Overton. M.A. 
BISHOP WilbBRFORCE. By G. W. Danlell. M.A. 
CARDINAL Manning. By A^W. Hutton. M.A. 
CHARLES Simeon. By H. C. C. Moule, D.D. 
JOHN Keble. By Walter Lock, D. D. 
THOMAS CHALMER& By Mrs. OUphant. 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. L. Ott|ey, M.A. 
AUGUSTINE OP Canterbury. By E. L. Cutts. 

D.D. 
William Laud. By W. H. Hutton. M.A. 



John Donne. By Augustus Tessopp, D.p. 
THOMAS CraNMER, By A. J; Mason. 
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and 

Carlyle, M.A. 
Bishop butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



A. J. 



Little BiogxapUes 



Fcap, 8w. £iick volume, chth^ 3^. 6d, ; Uathef, 4^. net. 

By C. S. Terry. With 
With i« 



DANTB ALICHIERI. By Faget Toynbee, M.A. 
D.Litt. With za lUoatrations. Sewnd EdititHi 

SAVONAROLA. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. With 
13 Illustrations. Second Edition. 

John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of 
Leeds. With it Illustrations. 

Tennyson. By A. C. Benson. M.A. With 9 Illus- 
trations. 

Walter Raleigh. By J. A. Taylor. With 
S9 Illustrations. 

Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With is 
Illustrations. 



The Young fretendrr. 

%% Illustrations. 
ROBERT BURNS. By T. F. Henderson. 

Illustrations. 
CHATHAM. By A.S.M'Dowan. With sa Ulustratioos. 

ST. Francis op ASSISL By Anna M. Stoddart. 

With z6 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. a. FMUips. With xz Illustrations. 

BeacONSPIELD. By Walter Sichel. With sa Illus> 

tratiotts. 
Goethe. By H. G. Atkins. With la IUustratfc>ns. 



Little Blue Books, The 

General Editor, E. V. LUCAS. 

Illustrated, Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d, 

I. The Castaways of Meadowbank. By T. Cobb. 

9. Thb beechnut Book. By Jacob Abbott. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

3. Thb Air Gun. By T. Hilbert. 

4. A SCHOOL YEAR. By Netta Syrett. 

5. THB PBBLBS AT THB CAPfFAL. % Roger Ashton. 

6. THB TREASURE OP PRINCEGATB PRIORY. By T. Cobb. 

7. MRS. BARBERRY'S GENERAL SHOP. By Roger Ashton. 

8. A Book of bad Children. By w. T. Webb. 

9. THE Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb. 



greek: Art. H. b. Wahers. 

bOOKPLATB& E.Alniack. 
MINIATURES. Alice Corkran. 
Reynolds. J. Sime. 
ROMNBY. George Pastoo. 
WATTS. MUs R. E. D. Sketchley. 



Little Books on Art 

Demy j6mo. 2s» 6d, net. 



LEIGHTON. Alice Corkran. 

VelasQUBZ. WUfrid WObcrforce and A. R. Gilbert. 

GRBUZB AND Boucher. HlizaF. Pollard. 

Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Turner. P. Tyrell-GilL 

DURER. Jessie Allen. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 

Demy i6m«. as. td. tut. 

r OV ftBVHOLD^ 1 ALITTl-feGALLBflVOFIlOmmfE. 

V.OP ROHNEY. I A LlTTtK CAl-lBHV Ol- MIIiAlS. 

Little Ontdei, The 

SmM Pelt Siw, elelh, 31.; Itatktr, y. 6d. net, 
- ^ tn a-U. Vtw. it.; ittOtr, tr.'ti, 

COLLmCBS. Bt a. HvalHia ML 

— ■■-= - "i- "BUT. BrG.CBotb. Ib>llniedbrP.I>.B«Ustd. 



St, F.R-S, lUunnnd'birB- H. Ha,'. ^^J 
Sc. F.R.E. lUWnud'ti)F^ "- »••' .SHnW 
u. 'btF-C, ft>Ugt.u,A. nkwnudtiT^ 



•dbrJ. 






CLt.^-?:s!!£ 



Little Litoatr, The 

Wlih iDlraductkiDt, Notes aad PhMOEntvnre Froniisp'eces. 
Smait Pott 8ev. Eatk Voiumi ttk I 6i m Uatkir as. hd. net. 
VAjnrr rui. bji w, u. TiuciHrar< OMd b 

^■DKNHIS. 1^ W. H^ Thicknxy Bdllcd bjr i 
ESH^mT Br W. M. Tlwciitnr- EdiMd b 

b)>S.CinrHI. Ta^VJtnm,. 
SBLKnOHSVIIOM GEORCB CBABBH. EdIHd b 

JMnr BimgAK. cbhtumam. ^ Mn. Cnli 

Iv E. V. Lku. 7b« (Vmmj. 
tnnFnuHCBB ABBEY. B, Jut AioMa. Edin 
VAUr«d.I.ocdT<u,t>>ii. EiUti 



Cuy. Edit«]brrv«Tc>Tiibse^,A..^Ull. 
.Cic). EdIHdbrriielTariilKc. M.A.. uLln. 
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Thb Compleat Angler. By Izaak Walton. 
Edited by J. Buchaiu 

ICMtliiAGB. By Snsaa Fenler. Edited by Mbs 
Goodrich • Freer and Lord Iddcsleiffh. Tw* 

TKB Inheritance. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by 
Miss Goodrich'Freer and Lord IddesleiKli. T-w 
Volumea, 

ELIA, AND THE LAST ESSAYS OP EUA. By Charles 

Lunb. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 
THE ESSAYS OP ABRAHAM COWLBV. Edited by 

H. C. Miochin. 
The Essays op Francis Bacon. Edited by 

Edward Wright. 



THE MAXIMS OP LA ROCHEPOUCAULD. Trans. 

lated by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. U. Powell. 
A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. By Laurence Steme. 

Edited by H.W:FauL 
Mansie Wauch. By O. M. Moir. Edited by T., 

F. Henderson. 
THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. By R. H. Barhan. 

Edited by J. B. Atlay. T-wo Volumes. 
THE SCARLET LETTER. By Natluuiel nawthotne. 

Edited by P. Dearmer. 
Rejected addresses. By Horace and James 

Smith. Edited by A. D. Godley, M.A. 
London Lyrics. By F. Lodcer. Edited by A. D. 

Godley. M.A. 
A reprint of the First Edition. 



Miniature Libraxy, Methuen's 



EUPHRANOR: a Dialogvo on Youth. By Edward 
ntxGerald. From the edition published by W. 
Pickering in 1851. Leafker^ as, net. 

POLONIUS: or wise Saws and Modern Instances. 
By Edward FitzGerald. From the edition published 
by W. Pickering in 1853. tjtaiker, ms. net. 

THE RUBAIVAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. By Edward 
FitzGerald. From the ist edition of 1859. LemtJUr, 
ts.Hei. 

THB Life op Edward, Lord Herbert of 
CHBRBURY. Written by himselt From the 
edition printed at Strawberiy Hill in the year 17A4. 
LeatMtr, as. nei. 

The Visions of Dom Francisco de quevedo 
ViLLBGAS, Kn%fat of the Order of St. James. 



Made English by R. L. From the edition printed 
for H. Herrhigman, rti68. Lemtktrt as. net 

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edition of 
J848. LeathtTt as, net. 

A book called in Latin Enchiridion Militis 
ChriSTIANI. and in Enelish the manual of the 
Christian Knight, replenished with most whole- 
some precepts, made by the famous clerk Erasmus 
of Roterdame, to the which is added a new and 
marvellous profitable preface. From the edition 
printed by wynken de Worde for John Byddell, 
1533. Leather as, net. 

DbToNTEMPTU MUNDI. By Erasmus. From the 
edition printed by Thomas Berthelet, 1533. 
iMttkert as, net. 



Bariora 



Adonais ; an Elegy on the death of John Keats, 
Author of End^aion. etc. Pisa. From the types 
of Didot, i8at. as. net, 

FRAGMENTA AUREA : a Collection of aB the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by Sir John Suckling. 
And published by a friend to perpetuate his 
memory. Printed by his own copies. Printed for 
Humphrey Moaeley, and are to be sold at his shop, 
at the sign of the Princes Arms in St. Pauls 
Churchyard, 1646. 6s, net. 



POEMS OF Mr. JOHN MiLTON, BOTH ENGLISH 
AND Latin Compos'd at several times. Printed 
by his true Cofrfes. The Songs were set in Musick 
by Mr. Henry Lewes, Gentleman of the King's 
(jhappeU and one of His Majesty's Private Musick. 
Printed and Publish'd accordfaig to Order. Printed 
by Rnth Raworth for Humphrey Moseley, and are 
to be sold at the slgne of the Princes Arms in Pauls 
Churchyard, 1645. 3s, 6d, net. 



School Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Svo. 



2i. 6d, 



FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS. ■ By A. M. M. 
Stednan, M.A. Tmei/th MdOien. 
A KEY. issued to Tutors and Private Students 
only, to be had on application to the Publishers. 
FWh EdiUon. CtvWM 9t/e, ts. net. 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman. M.A. Twelfth Edition. 
VLxtiFeurth Editi^nShasomA as above. 6s. net 
GREEK Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Seventh Edition. 
Key {Second Fditian\}sswA as above. 6s. net. 
GERMAN Examination Papers. By R. J. Morich. 

Fifth Edition, 
KEY {Stcoitd Edition^ iasued as above. 6s. net. 



History AND GeographyExamination Papers. 
By C. H. Speace, M.A.. Clifton Collie. Seeof%d 
Edition, 

PHYSICS examination PAPERS. By R. E. Steel, 
M.A.f P.CS. 

General Knowledge Examination Papers. 
By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fourth Edition, 
Key ( Third Editi^yiasned as above, ys, net. 

Examination Papers in English History. By 
J. Tait PlowdcU'Wardlaw, B. A. 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS. Litt.D., M.A. 

Crown Svo, .2s»6d* 

The Alien Invasion. By W. H. WUkins. B.A. 
THE Rural exodus. By P. Anderson Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cmc, b.a. 

A SHORTER Working Day. By H. de B. Gibbins 

and R. A. Hadfield. 
BACK TO THE LAND! Ml Inquiry hito Rural 

Depopulation. By H. E. Moore. 

Continuid. 



Trade unionism— new and old. By G. Howell. 
Third Edition, 

THE Co-operative Move&ient To-day. By G. 

J. Holyoake. Second Edition. 
Problems of Poverty. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. 

Fourth EdUion, 
THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C. F. BasUWe. 

M.A. Third Edition, 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



SoaAL QUBSTIOMS OP To*DAT— Ctf»/f »WA^ 

Trusts, Pools, and Cornkhs. By J. StcplMR 



W. 



IB FACTORV SYSTBM. By R. W. Coolce*Taylar. 
THB STATR and its CHILDRBM. By G«ftnid« 

TvckwelL 
WOMEN'S WORK. By Lady Dllke. Mln BuUmt, and 

MissWhHIey. 
SOCIALISM AND MODBRN THOUGHT. By M. 

Kauffmaaa. 
THB HOUSING or THB WORKING CLASSES. By 



THB PBOBLEM OP THB UNEMPLOYED. . By J. A. 
HobMM, M.A. r J *-• 

Lira IN West London. By Arthur Sherwdl. M.A. 
Third S4itmt, - -*. 

RAILWAY Nationauzation. By Cteneiit Ed* 
wards. 

WORKMOUSBS AND PAUPERISM. By Louisa Twin> 

iwg, 
UNIVRRSITY AND SOCIAL SBTTLEMENTS. By W. 

Reason, M.A. 



Technology, Textbooks of 

Edited by Professor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 
Fully Illustrated. 



How TO Make a Drrss. By J. A. E. Wood. 

S e e uut SdUi0M. CrwmmBiw, is.bd. 
CARPBNTllY AND lOINBRY. By F. C WobbW. 

TMniB4iti0n, Cmm tiw. sr. &/. 
PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By Siflnoy H. Wells. 

Seeftul JUMm. Crwmm ••«. y. 6d. 
PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. Strottd, D.Sc, M.A. 

Crrmm Sew. y . id. 



MILLINERY, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL. 
Clara HiU. CwivisSsw. at. 



By 



PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. By W. Frcncb, M.A. 

CrvwMSiw. Part I. Secoml Edition, xs. 6d. Part I L 
TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY. Bv 

C. T. Minis, M.LM.E. Wkli Diaerama. Crvwn 

9vo. y. 6d. 



Theology, Handbooks of 



THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OP THE CHURCH OF 

ENGLAND. Edited by E. C. S. GIImkmi. D.D. 

Third mnd Cheaftr EdUian in On* Votumi, 

Demy %V0. tsx. (m. 
An INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY 

OP RELIGION. By F. B. Jevons. M.A., UtLD. 

Stcfftd Edition, Demy Siw. jor. bd. 
THE Doctrine op the Incarnation. By R. L. 

Ottley.M.A. Second mnd Cheaper Ediiion, Domy 

9vo. IM. <4^. 



AN Introduction to the History op the 
Creeds. By A. E. Bom, B.D. Demy lew. xor. 
6m. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OP RELIGION IN ENGLAND AND 
America. By Alfred Caldecott. O.D. Demy 
Sew. xos. td, 

A History of Early Christian doctrine. 
By J. F. Bethnne-Baker. M.A., Fellow of Pein< 
broke CoU«ee, Cambridge. Demy Sew. los, 6d. 



University Extension Senes 

Edited by J. E. SYMES. M.A., 
Principal of University College, Nottingham. 
Crown Svc. Price {with some exeef turns) 2s, 6d, 
A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable for exten- 
sion students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in itself, and the 
subjects are treated by competent writers In a broad and philosophic spirit. 

By M. M. Pattison 



THB Industrial History op England. By H. 

de B. Gibbina, UtLD.. M.A. Tenth Edition, 

Revised. With Maps and Plani. y. 
A HiSTokY OP English political Economy. 

By L. L. Price. M. A. Third Edition, 
Victorian Poets. By A. Sharp. 
The FRENCH Revolution. By J. E. Symes. M.A. 
psychology. By F. S. Granger, M.A. Socond 

Mdttion, 
THB Evolution op Plant Lipb: Lower Forms. 

By G. Massce. Illustrated. 
Air and Water. By v. B. Lewes, M.A. IDiis- 

trated. 
The Chemistry op Lipb and Health. By C. 

W. Klmmins. M.A. Illustrated. 
The Mechanics op Daily Lipe. By V. P. Sells, 

M.A. Illustrated. 
ENGLISH SOCIAL REPORMERS. By H. de B. 

GibbiM,Litt.D.,M.A.. Seeond EdiHon, . 
English trade and Finance in the Seven 

tbbnth Century. By w. a. S. Hewins, b. A. 



the CHEMISTRY OP FiRE. 

Muir, M.A. Illustrated. 
A TEXT*B00K op AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. By 

M. C Potter. M.A., F.L.S. Ilhutrated. Second 

Edition, At, 6d, 
THE Vault op Heaven. A Popular Introduction 

to Astronomy. By R. A. Gregory. With numerous 

Illustrations. 
Meteorology. By H. N. Dickson, F.R.S.E.. 

F.R. Met Soc. Illustrated. 
A Manual op electrical science. By George 

J. Bnrch. M.A.. F.R.S. Illustrated, y. 
THB Earth. An Introduction to Phrdogra|riiy. 

By Eran Small, M.A. Illustrated. 
Insect Life. By F. W. Theobald, M.A. llhis- 

trated. 
ENGLISH FOOTRY from BLAKB TO BROWNING. 

By W. M. Pixon, M.A. Seeond Edition, 
ENGLISH Local Govbrnment. By E. Jenks, M. A. 
THE Greek Vikw op Life. By G. L. Dickinson. 

Third Edition. 



Westminster, Commentaries ^flie 

General Editor, WALTER IX)CK. D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 



THB BOOK OP Genb«S. Edited with Introduction 
and Notes by S. R. DriTet, D.D.. Canon of Christ 
Church, and Refitts Professor of Hebrew at Oxford. 
Demy Stw. tor. 6d, ^^ 

THB Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Cibsoa, 
D,0. DotHywp* U, 



THE Acts op thb APOSTLBS. Edited by R. B. 

Rackham. M.A. Demy 8v». xat. 6d, 
THE First Epistle op Paul the Apostlb to 

THE Corinthians. Edited by H. L. Goudge, 

M.A. Demy9vo, 6#. 
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l&Carie Ctorelli's Novels. 

Crown Zvo. 6j. each. 
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A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 
TwtHfy-Fourth Ediiian, 

VENDETTA. Nimteenth Edition. 

THELMA. Tweniy^Ninih Edition. 

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Fourteenth Edition, 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tme^k Edit. 

WORMWOOD. Thirteenth Edition. 

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty-Ninth 
Edition. 

* The tender rcTervnce of the treatment 
and the tmaginatiTe beauty of the writing 
haire reconciled us to the daring of the con- 
ception. This "Dream of the World's 
Tragedy** is a lofty and not inadequate 
paraphrase of the supreme climax 01 the 
inspired narrative.' — Dublin Review, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty- 
Sixth Edition, 

* A very powerful piece of work. . . . 
The conception is magnificent, and is likely 
to win an abiding place within the memory 
of man. . . . The author has immense com- 
mand of language, and a limitless audacity. 
. . . This interesting and remarkable romance 
will live long after much of the ephemeral 
literature of Che day is forgotten. • • • A 
literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even 
sublime.— W. T. Stbad in the Review 
o/Reviewe, 



THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

(X65M Thousand. 
*It cannot be denied that "The Master 
Christian " is a powerful book ; that it is one 
likely to raise tmcomfortable questions in 
all but the most self-satisfied readers, and 
that it strikes at the root of the failure of 
the Churches — the decay of faith-^in a 
manner which shows the inevitable disaster 
heaping up . . . The good Cardinal Bonpr^ 
is a oeautiful figure, fit to stand beside the 

good Bishop in " Les Mis^rables." It is a 
00k with a serious purpose expressed with 
absolute uoconventionaUty and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth xtan^- 
ing.' —Examiner. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY. (xso/A Thousand. 

* It is impossible to read such a work as 
** Temporal Power " without becoming con- 
vinced that the story is intended to convey 
certain criticisms on the ways of the world 
and certain suggestions for the betterment 
ofhumanirf. . . • The chief characteristics 
of the book are an attack on convenuonal 
prejudices and manners and on certain 
practices attributed to the Roman Church 
and the propounding of theories for the 
improvement of the social and political 
sjrstems. ... If the chief intention of the 
book was to hold the mirror up to shams, 
imustice, dishonestjr, crueltyi and neglect 
of conscience, nothmg but praise can be 
given to that lntentton,*'^Aforning' Post. 



Anthony Hope's Novels, 
Crown Svo, 6s, ectch. 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. NinthEdition, 
* A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impassible within our limit ; 
brilliant, but . not superficial ; well con- 
sidered, but not daborated: oonstnicted 
with the proverbial art that concealsi but 
yet allows itself to be eqjoyed by readers 
to whom fine literary method is a keen 
pleasure.'— The World, 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 
'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are traced 
with a masterly \axA^ -'Times. 
A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition, 

*Of ail Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of 
Mark" is the one which best compares with 
"The Prisoner of Zenda." '*- A^a/zV^M/ Ob- 



THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fi/lh Edition, 

' It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure roaance. The 
Count is the most coostant, desperate, and 



modest and tender of lovers, a peerless 
gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a faithful 
uiend, and a magnanimous toe.' — Guardian. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 
Sixth Edition. 

' The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.'— Jp/. Jame^s 
Gaoette. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

* There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously constructed 
plot. Mr. HofM has drawn the contrasts 
of his women with marvellous subtlety and 
d^cacy. ' — Times, 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 
' In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 
with the l^st of his novels, while in the vride 
range of its portraiture and the^ subtitty 
of Its' analysts it surpasses all his earlier 
ventures. '-—Speetator, 

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. 

* The book is notable for a very htgh liter- 
ary quality, and an impress of power and 
mastery on every page.*— Z>a(^ Chronicle. 
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MESSR& Methubk's Catalogue 



W. W. Jaeotw' Novels 

Crown Bvo, y. 6d. each. 



MANY CARGOES. Twemty^iuentA£dilum, 
SEA URCHINS. T^tk Bditwi. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. lUustmted. 
Sixth Edition, 

'Can be nnreseriredly recommended to 
all who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter. '—kS><ete/tfr. 

'The best humorous book published for 
many a doiy.'^Siack attd White, 



LIGHT FREIGHTS. 
Editutn. 



Illustrated. Fourth 



* His wit and humour are perfectly irresis' 
tible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and 
mates, and seamen, and his crew are the 
joUiest lot that ever sailed.' — Dmify JVkwr. 

' Laughter in every page.'~-Z?«»(r JifmL 



Lucas Malet's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s, each. 



COLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Third 

Edition. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New 

Edition. 

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition, y,6d. 
THE WAGES OF SIN. Fourteenth Edition. 
THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition, 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth 
Edition. 

' In " The Gateless Barrier " it is at once 
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre> 
served her birthright of originality, the 
artistry, the actual writing, is above even 
the hieh level of the books that were bom 
before. —"IVeetmineter Gazette. 



THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Seventh Edition, A Limited 
Edition in Two Volumes. CroiOn Bvo. ^ xar. 

' A picture finely and amply conceived. 
In the strength and^ tnsig^ht in which the 
story has been conceived, in the wealth, of 
fancy tod reflection bestowed upon its 
execution, and in the moving sincerity of its 
pathos throughout, " Sir Richard Calmady" 
must rank as the great novel of a great 
writer. ' — Literature. 

' The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's genius. 
A picture of maternal love by turns tender 
ana terrible.' — Spectator. 

* A remarkably fine boo)^, with a noble 
motive and a sound conclusion.' — Pilot, 



Gilbert Parker's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s, each. 



PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fifth Edi- 
tion. 

' Stories happily conceived and finely ex- 
ecuted. There is strength and genius in 
Mr. Parker's style.'— i7«<VFK Telegraph, 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition, 

* A splendid study of character.'— 

!/i thentsutnt 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Second Edition. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. IHus- 
trated. Eighth Edition. 

* A rousing^ and dramatic tale. A book 
like this is a joy inexpressible. ' — 

Daily Chronicle, 

WHENVALMONDCAMETO PONTIAC: 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fi/th 
Edition. 

^ * Here we find romance — real, breathing, 
living romance. The character of Valmond 
is drawn nnernnglyt'— Pall Af all Geuette. 



AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 
Third Edition, 

' The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stones of the great North.'--Gla^g»to 
Nerald, 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. lUus- 
trated. Thirteenth Edition, 

^'Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
historical novel.' — Athenaum. 

' A great book.'— ^/ac)& and White. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 

' Nothing more viforons or more human 
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
ntynX.*-— Literature, 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILBTTBS. 
Second Edition, y,6d. 

'Unforced . pathos, and a deeper 'know- 
ledge of human nature than he has displayed 
before. '-^Pall Mall Gautte. 
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Artluir HoKTi80ii*8 Novels 

Crown %vo, 6s, 4ack* 



TALES OF MEAN STREETS. Sixth 
Ediiwn, 

*A great book. The attdi«r's method is 
AOMsiBcly effeclbc, and produces a thrilling 
sense of reality. The writer lays npon as 
a master hand. The book is simply appalling 
a nd irresistible in its interest. It is hnmoroos 
also ; withont humour it would not make the 
mark it is certain to make.'— fIVr/i/. 

ACHILDOFTHEJAGO. FcurthEdUum, 
*The book is a masterpiece.'— Patfitfc// 
Gmattit, 

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Editwn, 
'This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison, 
gradotts and tender, qrmpathetic and 
httman.*— Z7af(r TeUgra^L 



CUNNING MURRELL. 

'Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous 
relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory 
a^ierement.* — Spectmttr, 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Third 
Ediiwt, 

' A masterpiece of artistic realism. It has 
a finality of touch that only a master may 
command.' — DmUy Chremcle. 

'An absolute masterpiece, which any 
novelist might be proud to claim.' — Gfw^hic. 

' " The Hole in the Wall " U a masterly 
piece of work. His characters are drawn 
with amaang skill. Eztraofdinary power.' 
^DmUy TtUgraph. 



Eden Phillpotts' Novels 

Crown Svo. 6s. each. 



LYING PROPHETS. 
CHILDR^OF THE MIST. FifthEdiiun, 
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Fourth Edition. 

'Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what 
school-boys do, and can lay bare their in* 
most thoughts ; likewise he shows an all* 

JMnrading sense of humour.'— ^coiArmr^. 
NS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition* 

^ ' A book of strange power and fascina* 

Uon.* — Mominr Post, 

THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition, 

* Tragedy and comedy, piuhos and 

humour, are blended to a mcety in this 

volume. — World, 

' The whole book is redolent of a fresher 
and amnler air than breathes in the circum- 
scribed life of great towns,*-— Spectator, 



FANCY FREE, inmtrated. Second Edi- 
tion. 

'Of variety and racy humour there b 
plenty. ' — Daiiy Graphic 
THE RIVER. Third Edition, 

* " The RivCT*' places Mr. Phillpotts in the 
front rank of living novelists. ' — Punch, 

'Since "Loma Doone'l we have had 
nothing so picturesque as this new romance.' 
Birtmnghant Gazette. 

'Mr. Phillpotts's new book is a master- 
piece which brings him indisputably into 
the front rank of English novelists.*— /*«// 
MallGautte. 

' This great romaaoe of the River Dart. 
The finest book Mr. Eden Phillpotts bas- 
written.' — Morning Pott, 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Second 
Edition, 



S. Baxing-Ckrald's Novels 

Crown Svo, 6s, each. 



ARMINELL. Fifth Edition, 

URITH. Fifth Edition, 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 

Edition, 
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 

Fourth Edition. 
CHEAP TACK ZITA. Fourth Edition, 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition, 

iACQUETTA. Third Edition, 
:iTTY ALONE. Fifth Edition, 
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. lUnstrated. 
Fourth Edition. 



THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 

Edition. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. 
BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
PABO THE PRIEST. 
WINIFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. lUnstrated 
MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. A If ow Edition. 6d. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 



\ *• 



34 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



Sobert Ban's Nords 

Crown %vo, 6s, each. 



IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third 
Edititn. 

* A book which hM abnndftntly satisfied as 
by its capital huaumr.'— Daily CkfwUele, 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Su^md Edition. 
' There is much insight in it, .and mnch 
•zcellent hamoar.' — Daify Ckriniclt* 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA« Third Edition. 
'Of these mediaeval romances, which are 
now gaining ground "The Countess 
Tekla'^^ts the very best we have wt«a,*—Pall 
Mall Gauttt, 



THE STRONG ARM. Illustrated. Second 

EtUtion. 
THE VICTORS. 

' Mr. Barr has a rich sense of humomr.'-^ 
Oniocktr. 

^ * A very oonvindng stud]r of American 
life in its business and political aspects '— 
PiM. 

*Good writing, illuminating sketches of 
character, and constant variety of scene and 
incident. ' — Timo», 
THE LADY ELECTRA. [Nearly Ready. 



Abbot (J, H. H.). Author of 'Tommy Corn- 
stalk.^ PLAIN AND VELDT. Croom 
8cw. 6s. 

Albanesl (B. Kuia)- SUSANNAH AND 
ON E OTHER. T'kird Edition. Crown 
9vo, 6*. 

Anitey (F.X Author of 'Vice VersS. A 
BAVARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 
by Bernard Partriogb. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. jt. 6d. 

Bacheller (InriiigX Author of 'Eben 
Holden.' DARREL OF THE 
BLESSED ISLES. Third Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6f . 

Baj[ot(Bicliard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Third Edition. CrtnvnZvo, 6s. 

Balfour (Andrewx BY stroke of 

SWORD. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

VENGEANCE IS MINE Illustrated. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Balfour (M. C). the fall of the 

SPARROW. Crown Bvo. ts. 
Baring-Gould (S.). See page 33. 

Barlow (JaneX the land OF THE 

SHAMROCK. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

FROM THE EAST UNTO THE WEST. 

Crown 8vo* 6s. 

THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 

Crown Bvo. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
Baxr (BobertX See page 34 . 
Barry (J. A.). IN THE GREAT DEEP. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Bartram (Oeorge), Author of ' The People 

ofClopton.' THE THIRTEEN EVEN- 

INGS. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Besble (Harold), the adventures 

OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Crown 
Btfo. 6s, 
Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of the 
Day. Crown Svo. 6s. 
The CAPSINA. Croion Bvo. 6x. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Benaon (Htonret). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. CroumBvo. y. 6d. 



Besant (Sir Waltar). A five years' 

TRYST, and Other Stories. CrownBvo. 6s. 

BowlM(0.8tewartX a stretch off 

THE Land. Crown ^00. 6s. 

Brooke (EmmaX THE POET'S CHILD. 

Crown Bvo. 6r. 
Bullock (Shan. F.). 7HE SQUIREEN. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 
THE RED LEAGUERS. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

Burton (J. BloundeUeX THE year 

ONE : A Page of the French Revolution. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
DENOUNCED. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. CrownBvo. 6s. 
ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
SERVANTS OF SIN. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE FATE OF VALSEC. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A BRANDED NAME. Crown 9oo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Oambriflffe (Ada), the devas- 
tators. Crotvn Bvo. 6s. 
PATH AND GOAL. Crown 9vo. 6s. 

CaAes (Bernard), Author of 'The Lake of 
Wine.^ PLOTS. CrownBvo. 6s. 

cmesney'fWeatlierliyX JOHN TOPP, 

PIRATE. Second Edition. CrownBvo. 6s. 
THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. Cr.%vo. 6s. 
THE BAPTIST RING. Crown 8w. 6*. 
THE TRAGEDY OF THE GREAT 
EMERALD. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

[Nearly Ready. 

(nifford (Mrs. W. K.X A woman 

ALONE. Crown Bvo. 3r. 6d. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
Glifford (HugbX A FREE LANCE OF 
TO-DAY. Crown 8w. 6s. 

Cobb (Thomas). A change of face. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Cobban (J. KadarenX THE KING OF 

ANDAMAN: A Saviour of Society. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN? 

Crown Bioo. 6s, 

THE ANGEL OF THE COVENANT. 

Crown Bvo. 6s, 
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Cooper (B. ft.X Autbor of * Mr. Blake of New- 
market' A FOOL'S YEAR. Crown 800. 6r. 

Corbon (Jttliaa). A busin£$S in 

GREAT WATERS. Crown 8cw. 6i, 

Ck)r«lU(]CarteX Seepages!. 

Goniflxrd(L.O0«6X CAPTAIN TACOBUS : 
A Roioance ofthe Road. Cr, fnw. 6r. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Onmo (StophoB). WOUNDS IN the 

RAIN. Crown 8w. 6/. 
Crockett (8.E.i Author of < The Raiders,' ete. 
L O C H I N V A R. Illustrated. Steond 
Edition, Crown Zvo, 6t* 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr, 9vo. 6s. 

CrOkerCBbH). ANGEL. TAird Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6t. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
A STATE SECRET. Crovm Zvo. y. 6d, 
JOHANNA. Steond Edition. Cr.too, 6s, 

DawUeh fflope). a secretary of 

LEGATION. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Demur (C. E.X THE ROMANCE OF UP- 
FOLI> MANOR. Crown 9vo, 6s. 

Ditikliuoii (BreljiiX A VICAR'S wife. 

Crown 8cw. 6s. 

THE SIN OF ANGELS. Crown 9vo. 

3S,6d, 

DiokBonOiftrris). the black WOLF'S 

B REE D. lUustxated. Steond Edition. 
Crown Bvo, dr. 
DCOle (A. ConanX Author of * Sherlock 
Bolmes/ *The White Company,' etc 
ROUND THE RED LAMfT liintk 
Edition, Crown 9t>o, 6s, 

Dnncaa (Sara Jeajinette) (Mrs. Ereiard 

Cotes), Author of *A Voyage of Consola- 
turn.' THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. lUustrated. TJkird Edi- 
tion, Crown 9vo. 6s. 
THE PATH OF A STAR. lUustrated. 
Steond Edition, Crown Zvo. 6t. 
THE POOL IN THE DESERT. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Noirels. 
Elll1xree(C.F.X A HEART OF FLAME. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Ptem (a. KanvilleX AN electric 

SPARK. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
ELI'S CHILDREN. Crown Zvo. 9*.6d. 
A DOUBLE KNOT. Crown Zvo. 9S, 6d. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

FlBdlAter(J.H.jL THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. Fonrtk Edition 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A DAUGHTER OF STRIFE. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

FlBdlater (KaryX over the hills. 

Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

BETTY MUSGRAVE. Steond Edition. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A NARROW WAY. Third Edition. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. Steond Edition. 

Crown Zvo, 6s. 



lentOereUX more kin 

THAN kind. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
FletGber(J.8.X THE BUILDERS. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 

LUCIAN THE. DREAMER. Crown 

Zvo. 6s. 

DAVID MARCH. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
See also Fleur de L» Novels. 
Fonreit (B. EX THE SWORD OF 

AZRAEL, a Chrbnide of the Great Mutiny. 

Crown Zvo, 6s, 
Francis (K. S.X MISS ERIN. Steond 

Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
GaUon (TomX Author of * Kiddy.' RICK- 

ERBY'S FC)LLY. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
Ctatlint (KaryX DEADMAN'S. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 

THE MOVING FINGER. Crown Zvo. 

3*. 6d, 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
Gerard (DorOtheaX Author of ' Lady Baby.' 

THE MILLION. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

Steond Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

THE SUPREME CRIME. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 

Crown Zvo, 6s. 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAPPENED. 

\0rpwn Zvo, OS, 

MADE OF MONEY. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

[Nearly Ready. 

OilcbrlBt CBL Murray), willow- 

BRAKE. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

CUAriiif (AlgemonX THE KEYS OF 
THE^ house. Crown Zvo, d*. 

Oiniiur (GeoneX Author of 'Demos ' *In 
the Year of JubUee/ etc. THE TOWN- 
TRAVELLER. Second Edition, Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. CrownZvo. 6s. 

COaiiTille (EmestX THE KLOOF 

BRIDE. Crown Zvo. xs. 6d, 

THE LOST REGIMENT. Crown Zvo. 

¥he'dESPATCH rider. Crown Zoo, 
y. 6d, 

THE INCA'S TREASURE. lUustrated. 
Crown Zvo. xs, 6d. 

CHelg (GbarleeX bunter'S cruise. 

Illustrated. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

GordoiKJiilieiiX MRS. CLYDE. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 
WORLD'S PEOPLE. Crown Zvo. 6t, 

Ckirdon (B.X A HANDFUL OF 

EXOTICS. CrownZvo. y.6d. 
CkWB (C. F.X THE REDE&f PTION OP 

DAVID CORSON. Tkird Edition. 

Crown Zvo. 6s. 
Cteay (S. ITQaeen). ELSA. CrownZvo. 6s. 

MY STEWARDSHIP. CrownZvo. M.6d. 

Halee (A. 0.X JAIR the apostate. 

IHusteated. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

Waniilton (lerdEnieetX maryhamil- 

TON. Third Edition. CrownZvo, 6s. 
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^F THE HILLS. ifiwS 



A PRINCESS 



if. 

HirlMrtwm (Agam 0.X PATIENCE 

DEAN. Crmtm%o0, 6«. [NearlT Ready. 
HSflilMU Aob€rU Author of '^FbuBM,' 

etc THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY 

SQUARE. StemidEd. Cr§mm%90, 6f. 

TONGUES OF CONSaENCE. Stcmi 

Sdiiiiu Crown 8fv. 6c 

FELIX. . Fimrtk Mditicn. Crown 8m. 6r. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. 

Crown Ufo, 6s, (Nearly Ready. 

See also Fleur dc Lis Norels. 
Bdbbeg (John OltwX Author of * Robert 

Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING. 

Crown Sotf. 6f. 
HtoOptrCI.). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 

Crown Sfv. 6f . 
HOqpe (A&OuniF). See page 31. 

[Nearly Rea^. 

Bouh CBmtncm). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BtfBBLE. Illustrated. Crown Zv», 6s, 

Honiman (Oltmenoe). SCENES 

FROM THE LIFE OF AGLOVALE. 
Illustrated. Crown 8cw. v. 6tL 

Bunt (VioletX THE HTUMAN IN- 
TEREST. Crown 8ev. 6r. 

Hyne (C. J. OntCliffeX Author of *C^Caui 
Kettle.' PRINCE RUPERT THE 
BUCCANEER. With 8 Illustrations. 
Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 
MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. Third 
Edition. Crown tvo, 6s, 

JaOOt)l(W. W.X Seei>age32. 

James (Hflnir), Author of 'What Maisie 
Knew.^ THE SACRED FOUNT. 



Second Edition, 

Crown Zvo. 6s, 
Second Edition, 



SACRL 



Crown Bvo, 6s, 
THE SOFT SIDE. 
Crown %vo, 6s, 
THE BETTER SORT. 
THE AMBASSADORS. 
Crown %vo, 6s, 

Janson (auBtaf). ABRAHAM'S 

FICE Crown Bno, 6s. 

XearyCO. F.). THE JOURNALIST. 

Crown Zt'o. 6s, 

XMUy (Florence PinoUX with HOOPS 

OF STEEL. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
LazMn (L.). LARKS AND LEVITIES. 
SmailQnarto, rs. 

Lawless (Hon. SmUyX traits and 

CONFIDENCES. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
WITH ESSEX IN IRELAND. New 
Edition, Crown %vo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
Lawson (BarnrX Autl^ of * When the Billy 
Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE BUSH. 
Crown 9vo, 6s, 

Unden (AnnieX A WOMAN OF SEN- 

TIMENT. CrmmBtfO, 6f. (Nearly Ready. 

Iilnton(B.]:jriin.) the true history 

OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and 
Communist. Twel/iA Edition. Medium 
Boo, 6d, 



LoirlBMrdlonna). mirryann. c» 

8tMw 6t» 

JOSIAH'S WIFE. Crown Bm. $e. 

Lowis (Oeeiix the machinations 

OFTHEMYOOK. Crown Boo, 6s, 

LaMli(OliaxlesK.X the autocrats. 

Lywn Maix 'DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST ^andtkonsmnd, CrownBvo, 

Maodonell (A.X the story of 

TERESA. Crowm Boo, 6s. 

Kacgrath (Harold). THE puppet 

CROWN. Illustrated. CronmBvo, 6s. 

Maokie (Panline Bradford^ THE 

VOICE IN THE DESERT. Crown Boo. 
6s. [Nearly Ready. 

Mafinanilitan (8.X the fortune of 

CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition, 

CrowiiBvo. 6s. 
MaUll (a.). OUTSIDE AND OVER- 

SEAS.. Crown Boo, 6s, 
Malet Oittcas). See page 3a. 

Mann (firs. It B.)i olivia's SUMMER. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6». 
A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition. 
Crown Zxw, 6s, 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New 
Edition, Crown Boo, 6s. 
GRAN'MA'S JANE. Crown Bifo, 6s, 
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
A WINTER'S TALE. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Karsli(Rioiiard). both sides of the 

VEIL. Second Edition, CrownBvo. 6s. 

THE SEEN AND THE UNSEEN. 

Crown Bvo, 6s, 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. Crowm 

Bvo. 6s, 

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

A METAMORPHOSIS. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

GARNERED. CrownBvo. 6s. 
Mason (A. E. W.X Author of ' The Courtship 

of Morrice Buckler,* ' Miranda of the Bal- 
cony/ etc CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 

Crown Bvo, S^ond Edition. 6s. 
Mathers (Helen), Author of *Comin' thro' 

the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition, 

Crown Boo, 6r. 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. 

Crown Bvo. 6s, 

MayallCJ. W). the CYNIC and the 

SYREN. CrownBvo, 6s, 
Meade Ob T.)l DRIFT. CrownBvo. 6s, 

RESURQAM. CrownBvo, 6s, 
Miss Mol^.. (The Author of). THE 

GREATRECONCILER. Crown Bvo, 6e. 

MitfordCBertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition, 

Crown Bvo, 3s. 6d. 

A NEW NOVEL. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

[Nearly Ready. 

Monkhouie (AUaaX loveinaufe. 

Crewn Bvo, 6s» 



Montrewr {P. P.^Aothor of * imo the High- 
vwjind Hsdgci.' THE ALIEN. Tliinl 

Uoon (IrUnir). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 
TILIOUS. c™™i™. 6i. 

KorrlBon f AitlinrX Sc= put 33. 

HBBbit (E.), (Mrs. E. Blind). THE RF.D 
HOirSR. llliutraled. Cirmfiivi!. 6j. 
THK, LITERARY SENSK. CV. !:■.. St. 

HoniaCW. E.). THE CREDIT OF THE 
COUNTV. illusiiaicd. SczmJ EdUisn. 
CnwiBlw. 61. 
THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. 



AK OCTAVE. Stand Editiayt. Cm 

Bm. bi. 

A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. CnwaBi 



5« alio ncur ds Ui Nonli. 

OUpbant (Wra.X THE TWO marys. 

THE LADVS' WALK. CmvM Ssn. 61. 
THE PRODI GAL.<;. Cn««8w. v.td. 
S«m1» Fleur de L!i NanlL 
OlllTailt(AUnd). OWDBOB, THE GREY 



DOG 

Cttwnivt. (U. 
Oppanlialin (E. FUIllpiX 

MEN. Stcmd Bdili«t. t.ri.».G»., ». 
Oxantuun (JohiiX Author of 'Bub* ol 

Grand Bayou/A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Cnmnivi. 61. 
Pain (Barry). THREE 



[N. 



DANCER. Cm 

PuntMrMii(II 

A THRONI 



[I7 Ready. 
ilJLl, THE 



PeiI117(Mn.F.Z.). A FOREST OFFICER. 

A MIXED MARRIAGE. CnwoStu. Gi. 
FIlUIpOtta(Bdeil). Scepafajj. 

FlDltthall (HaimadiiM)- said the 

FISHERMAN. Third EdiHm. Cnam 






W (&. Orton). THE POISON OF 



QnJraxnr.M. THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. Crpumtca. fa. 

[Nwrly Beady. 
lUudaKJ.). AUNT BETHIA'S BOTTON. 

Bwin(md (ValtwX Auhoi of ' Lave and 
^uiM Ijfr.' FORTUNE'S DARLING. 

B^JOnweX THE WOOING OF 

Sheila. Stcmd SdUilm. Cnrmmtn. 61. 
THE PRINCE OF LJSNOYER. Cmwi 
Bbt. Gf. (Neatly Ready. 

Bt^i (Brace) and Anothor. THE 
iSlVERTED VILLAGE. With IJlus- 
irailoni by Dorothy Gunw Jsttkits. 

Kiokart (EdltUX OUT OF THE CYPRESS 

SWAMP. CrrwHtvB. 61. 
Rldn <yr. Pett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Sumd EdiliHi. Crtantvr. 61. 

SECRETARY TO BAYNEiM-P, CtvwH 



A BREAKER OF LAWS. Cr. a:«. 31. 6d. 
Rltcliia(MrB.I«TWO.). THETRUTH- 

F Li L LIAR. CrmntM. f». 
EobertsCC.O.D.). THEHEARTOFTHE 



..NCIENT WOOD. 
SobertoD (Mrs. H. B 
go.^KER. ■■■ 



.._. jr.e. 

GALLANT 

BiiBBauYw^OlMkXMYbANISHSWEET- 



Fourlh EdilL 

ABANDONED. Sicimd Edilicm. Craum 

BatohBll(W,X THE LAND OF THE 
LOST. Cnmttrm. 6r. 

Bauulan(BIaiBhaIU. rose A CHAR- 

LITTE. Crrumttv. 6t. 
Senlly fW, C.% the WHITE HECA- 
TOMB. CrrmmBn: 6r. 
BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. Cnwn 
■», 6t. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
r^umst/. 31. 6d. 

';{Ad«U)ia). Author of 'Till Sioryor 



BARBARA'S MONEY. StatuI Editim. 
ANTHEA'S WAY. Crtum Si* &. 



UNDER SUSPICION. Crtmi Sh. (St. 
f NtarlT R*adT. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
Cnwiero, 61. 
THE ENTHUSIAST, Crtum Bw. 6* 
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nyBUUm (W. p.). THE MESS DECK. 
Crvwm 8bw. v. 6d, 
JIM TWEL^S. Stc^mdEdUhm, Ci^mn 

Sblpton (HelflB). THE STRONG GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE. Cfvwnivo, 6r. 

SonnlcfaMA (Albtrtx deep SEA 

VAGABONDS. CrtmmBvo, 6s. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Stepbomi (E. H.). A gentleman 

PLAYER. Crvttm9v0. 6t. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
Strain (E.H.). ELMSLIE'S DRAG-NET. 
Crown 8ctf . , 6s* 

Stuart (Esmi). A WOMAN OF forty. 

Cr&um 8cv. 3A 6d, 
CHRISTALLA. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

Sntberland (Dudiesi of). ONE HOUR 

AND THE NEXT. Third Edition. 

Crown Zvo. 6s, 
Swan (AnnieX LOVE GROWN COLD. 

Second Edition, Crown 8cv. cr. 
Swift (BexUamin)- siren CltY. Crown 

8tw. 6s, 

SORDON. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

Tanqiiaray (Mn. B. M.). the royal 

QUAKER. Crown 8fW. 6s. 
Townall«ld(E.B.). LONE PINE: A Ro- 
manoe of Mexican Life. Crown 9vo. 6s. 

Ttain9rd-Tannton(Mn.B.W.). silent 

DOMINION. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Wainionan (Paid). A HEROINE FROM 

FINLAND. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

BYA FINNISH LAKE. Crown Zvo. 6s. 



A SONG OF THE FOREST. Crmnm 
Zvo, 6s. 

Walte (YiotDT). CROSS trails. 

Crown Zvo. 6s» 

Watwm^B.lIanlottX the skirts 

OF happy chance. lUtutrated. 

Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

ALARUMS AND EXCURSIONS. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. 
Wayxuan rStaalMOiAatlior of 'A Geatlemaa 

of France.' UNISER THE RED ROBE. 

With lUastrations by R. C WooxyviLUC 

Eifhieenth Edition, Crown Znto. 6s. 
Wlllte (Stewart E). Author of * The Biased 

TtaiU CONJUROR'S HOUSE. A Ro- 

mance of the .Free Trail. Second Edition. 

Crown toff. 6s. 
Williamson (Hra. 0. H.), Author of * The 

Barnstormers.' PAPA Second Edition. 

Crow n 8cv. 6s. 

THE ADVENTURE OF PRINCESS 

SLYVIA. Crown Zvo. v- ^^ 

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Crown 

Zvo. 6s. 

THE SEA COULD TELL Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

[Nearly Ready. 

Williamson (0. K. and A M.). THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Being 

the RcHuance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. 

Fonrtk Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s. > 
X.L. AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL 

Crown ZxfO, ««. 6d, 
ZaOk, Anthor of * Life is Life.' TALES OF 

DUNSTABLE WEIR. Crown Sr^f. 6s. 



Boys and Girls, Books for 

Crown Zvo, 31. 6d» 



Thb Icelander's Sword. By S. Barfaiff.Gould. 

TWO LlTTLB CHILDREN AND ChINC. By Edith £. 

CutheO. 
TODDLBBBN^ HERO. By M. M. BUke, 
Only a Guard-Room dog. By Edith E. CuthdU. 
The Doctor op the Juliet. By Harry Collins. 

wood. 
Master rocxapbllar's Voyage. By w. ciatk 

RttsselL 



SVD Belton : Or. the Boy who would not go to Sea. 

By G. MaoTilte Fean. 
THE Red Grange. By Mrs. Moleswerth. 
THE Secret op Madame db Monluc. By the 

Author of 'Mdle. Mori.' 
Dumps. By Mrs. Parr. 
A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meade. 
Hepst Gipsy. By U T. Meade, sr. id. 
The honourable Miss. By L.^t. Meade. 



Dnmas, Tbe Novels of Alexandre 

Price 6d, Donhle Voinsne, ix. 



The three Muskbtbbrs. with a loos Xntrodue> 

tioa by Andrew Lang. Double Tolume. 
The Prince op thieves. Second EdiHcn. 
Robin Hooa A Sequel to tbe abore. 
The coRSibAN Brothers. 
Georges. 

crop-earbd jacquot. 
Twenty years APTer. Double Tolume. 

AMAURY. 

THE Castle op eppstein. 
Tub Snowball. 

CBOLE; OR, THB WEDDING GOWN. 
ACTB. 

THE BLACK Tulip. 

THB ViSCOMTB DB Bragblonne. [Nearly Ready. 

THE CONVICTS SON. 

THE Wolp-Leader. [Nearty Ready. 



Nanon ; or, the Women's war. [NeMly Ready. 

PAULINE; MURAT; and PASCAL BRUNO. 



THE Adventures of Captain 



[Nearly Ready. 
PAMPHILR. 

[Nearly Ready. 



[Nearly Ready. 



Fernande. 

gabriel lambert. 

thb rbminiscbncbs op antony 

Cathbrinb Blum. 

THB Chevalier D'Harmental. 

Conscience. 

Illustrated Edition.' Demy Zvo, ai. 6d. 

THE, .Three Muskbtbbrs. illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams. 
The Princb op Thibvbs. lUustrated In Coloiir by 

Frank Adaaas. 

Continned, 
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Robin Hood thr outlaw. lUustnted in Colour 

hy Frank Adams. 
Thb Corsican Brothers. lUuitrated in Colour 

byA. M. M'Lellan. 
FBRNANOB. Illustrated in Colour by Xunro Orr. 
THB Black Tulip. Illustrated in Colour by A. Orr. 
ACTB. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon Browne. 
Georgbs. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr. 
THB CASTLB of EPPSTEIN. lUustrated in Colour 
by A. Orr. 



TWENTY Years after. Illustrated in Colour by 

Frank Adams. 
The Snow ball and Sultanbtta. Illustrated 

in Colour by Frank Adams. 
The Vicomte de Bragelonnb. Illustrated in 

Colour by Frank Adams. 
Amaury. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon Browne. 
Crop«Earbd JacQUOT. Illustrated in Colour by 

Gordon Browne. 



Flenr de Lis, Novels The 

Crtntm 8zw. 3j. 6d, 
Messrs. Methuen are now publishing a cheaper issue of some of their popular 
Novels in a new and roost charming style of binding. 



Andrew Balfour. 
To Armsi 

Jane Barlow. 

A Creel op Irish Stories. 

B. F. Benson. 

the Vintage. 

J. BlonndeUe-Burton. 

In the Day op adversity. 

Un. OtJtyn, (louX 

ANNE MAULEVERER. 

Mn. W. K. Clifford. 

A FLASH OF Summer. 

L. Cope Comford. 

SONS OF Adversity 

A. J. Dawson. 

Daniel Whytb. 

Uenie Mmlei Dowle. 

the CROOK OF THE BOUGH. 

Mrs. Duddney. 

The third Floor. 

Sara Jeannette Bnnoan. 

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 

O. ManTlUe Fenn. 

The STAR Gazers. 

Jane H. Flndlater. 

Rachel. 

Jane H. and Mary Flndlater. 

Tales that are Told. 



J. S. Fletcher. 

The Paths of the Prudent. 
Mary Qannt 

KIRKHAM'S FIND. 

Bobert Hlcliens. 

Byeways. 

Emilj Lawless. 

HURRISH. 

Maelcho. 

W. B. Norrls. 

Matthew Austin. 

Urs. Oliphant. 

Sir Roberta fortune. 

Mary A. Owen. 

The Daughter of Alouettk. 

Mary L. rendered. 

An Englishman. 

Morley Boberts. 

The Plunderers. 

R. K. Stephens. 

AN Enemy to the King. 

Mra Walford. 

Successors to the title. 

Percy White. 

A Passionate Pilgrim. 



Novelist, The 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing under the above general title a Monthly Series 
of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each number is as long as 
the average Six Shilling Novel. The first numbers of *The Novelist' are as 
follows : — 



I. Dead Men Tell no Tales. By E. W. 

Homunff. 
II. Jennie Baxter, Journalist. By Robert 
Bur. 

III. The INCA'S Treasure. By Ernest GlanviUe. 

IV. A Son op the state. By W. Pett Ridge. 
V. Furze bloom. By S. Baring-Gonld. 

VI. BUNTBR'S CRUISE. By C. cleig. 
VII. THB Cay Deceivers. By Arthur Moore. 
VIII. PRISONERS OF WAR. By A. Boyson Weekes. 
IX A Plash op summer. By Mrs. W. K. 

Clifford. 
X. VELDT AND LAAGER: Tales of the Truunraal. 

By E. S. Valentine. 
XL THE NiGGBR KNIGHTS. By F. Norreys 

Connel. 
XII. A Marriage at Sea. By W. Ctark RusselL 

XIII. THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. By 

Gilbert Parker. 

XIV. A Man of Mark. By Anthony Hop^ 



XV. THE Carissima. By Lucas Malet 
XVI. THB LADY'S WALK. By Mrs. OUphanL 
XVII. DERRICK VauGHAN. By Edna Lyall.. 
XVIIL IN THE MIDST OP ALARMS. By Robert 
Barr. 
XIX. HIS GRACE. By W. E. Norrts. 
XX. DODO. By E. F. Benson. 
XXI. CHEAP Jack Zita. By S. Baring-Gould. 

XXII. When Valmond came to pontiac. By 

GUbert Parker. 

XXIII. Thb human boy. By Eden Phillpotts. 

XXIV. THE Chronicles of Count Antonio. 

By Anthony Hope. 

XXV. By Stroke of Sword. By Andrew 

Balfour. 

XXVI. Kitty alone. By S. Barlmr-Gould. 

XXVII. Giles Ingilby. By W. E. Norris. 

XXVIII. Urith. By S. Baring-Gould. 

XXPC THE TOWN TRAVELLER. By George 
Gisslpg. 

ConttHueti, 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



ThB NOVBLIST'^MI/IMM^^ 



XXX 

XXXL 

XXXII. 

XXXIII. 

XXXIV. 

XXXV. 

XXXVI. 

XXXVII. 
XXXVIII. 

XXXIX. 

XL. 
XLL 

XUI. 
XUIL 

XUV. 



Mr. Smith. B/ Un. WaUbrd. 
A Cmancb op Aib. By ' 

THB KLOOF BRIDB. BvEfl 

ANGBI^ Bjr B. M. CNkM. 

A COUNSEL OF PBBFBCnON. BrLacas 

•fal«t. 

Thb Babv^ GKANOKOTHBR. ByllfS. 

WiUwd. 

TheCountbssTbkla. BjrRobcrtBair. 

Drift. By L.. T. Meade. 

THB mastbr of BBBCHWOOD. B/ 

Adeliaa Scrfwnt. 
Clrmrntina. By A. B. W. Maaon. 
THB Alibn. Bjr F. F. Montresor. 
THB BROOM SqUIRB. By S. BatUiff* 

Cnaid. 
HONRY. By Helen Matban. 
THB FOOTSTBPS QF A TKRQIfS. By 

Max PambertOB. 
Round thb rbd Lamp. By A. Conaa 

Doyte. 



XLV. Lost Proferty. Bf W. Pett Ridfe. 

XLVL THB TWICKBNHAM PBBRAGB. By 

Richard Marsh. 
XLVn. Holy Matrimony. ByDovothea 
Gward. 
XLVIII. Th b S ign of thb Spidbr. By 
Bail! ABB Mitford. 
XLIX. Thb red House. By E. Nesbk. 
L. Thb credit of the County. By 

W. E. Norris. 

LL A ROMAN Mystery. By Richard 

Barot (Nearly Ready. 

LII. A MOMENTS Error. By A. W. 

Marcbaat. [Nearly Ready. 

Litl. The hole in the wall. By A. 

Morrison. (Nearly Ready. 

LTV. PHROSO. By Aftthony Hope. 

(Nearly Ready. 

LV. I CROWN THEE KlNC ByMaxPem- 

berton. [Nearly Ready. 



Sizpeimy Library 






The Matabelb Campaign. By Major-Genanl 

BadeD'PowalL 
THE Downfall OF Prempeh. ByMi^.Genenl 



MY Danish Sweetheart. By W. Clark RnasolL 
IN the Roar of thb sea. By S. Barinc- 

Gould. 
Peggy of the Bartons. By B. M. Cioker. 
THE Green graves op Balcowrib. By faaa 

H. Ffaidlatcr. 
THB STOLEN bacillus. By H. G. Wall. 

Matthew AUSTIN. By w. e. Notrla. 

The CoNguEST OP London. By Dorothaa Gerard. 

A Voyage of consolation. By Sara J. Dancaa. 

The Mutable Many. By Robert Barr. 

BEN Hub. By Geaeral Lew Wallace. 

Sir ROBERT'S Fortune. By Mrs. OUphant. 

The Fair God. By General Lew Wsllace. 

Clarissa Furiosa. By W. E. Norris. 

Cranford. By Mrs.GaskeU. 

NOEMI. 9y S. Bartnr.Gould. 

THE THRONB OF David. By J. R. Inrraham. 

ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. Blonndelle 

Burton. 
The MILL ON THB FLOSS. By George Eliot. 
Pbtbr Simple. By Captafai Marryat. 
MARY BARTON. By Mrs. GaskelL 



By Jane Avsten. 
Mrs. GaskelL 



Pride and Prejudice. 

NORTH AND south. By I 
J ACOB Faithful. By Captain Marryat. 
Shirley. By Charlotte Bronto. _ . _ 
Fairy Tales Re-Told. By S. Bartefr Gould. 
THE TRUE History of Joshua Davidson. By 

Mra. Lynn I Itrtiw. 
A State Secret. By B. M Croker. 
Sam's SWBETHEAET. By Helen Mathers. 
HanDLEY Cross. By R. S. Surtecs. 
ANNE MauLBVBRER. By Mrs. Caflyn. 
THE Adventurers. By H. B. Marriott Watson. 
Dante's Divine comedy. Tranabted by H. F. 

Cary. 
The cedar star. By M. E. Mann. 
Master OP MEN. By E. P. Oppcnhefan. 
The Trail of the swc rd. By Gilbert Bwker. 

THOSE DEUGHTFUI, AMERICANS. By Mrs. Cotes. 
MR. iPONGE's Sporting Tour. By R. S. Surteea. 
ASK Mamma. By R. S. Surtaes. 
Grimm's Fairy stories, iiiostratad by G«orB« 

Cmlkshank. 
George and the general. By W. Pett Rklge. 

I Nearly Ready. 
THE Joss. By Richard Marsh. jNearly Ready. 

- - - - W.Ms ■ - 



Miser HoAOLEY* SECRET. By A. 



larchmont* 
(Neariy Ready. 
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F I O T I O N— continued 



OUphABtt H vst 

Sir ROBBRrs Fortune. 
THE TWO Marys. 
THE Lady's walk. 

OUlTant, AlfMd 

OWD BOB. THE Grey dog op Kbnmuir. 

OppeBh«liiif B. Phllllpfl 

MASTER OP MEN. 

Oxmahman, John 

A MODERN MASQUER. 

Parker. Bir GUb«rft 

THE TRAIL OP THE SWORD. lUtlStnted. 
WHEN VALMOND came TO PONTIAC. 

An Adventurer op the north. 

PIERRE and his PEOPLE. 

Mrs. falchion. 

the seats op the Mighty. Hhatnted. 

The Pomp op the Lavilbttbs. 

the Battle op the Strong, inastnted. 

The Translation op a Savage. 



P«mlMrtoa» 

THE footsteps OP A THRONE. 
I CROWN THEE KING. XlUistimtod. 

PeBdSTttd. Mmry It, 
An Englishman. 

Ptfuiyt Mrs. Frank 
A Forest Oppicbr. 
A Mixed marriage. 

Pttt Bldget W. 

Secretary to Baynb. M.P. 

A SON OP the state. 

lost Property. 

•ERB. 

A BREAKER OP LAWS 

PhUlpotta, Bd«n 

Sons op the Morning, 
children op the Mist. 
Lying prophets. 
The striking Hours. 
Fancy free. Illtutrated. 
The River, 
thb Human boy. 
the american prisoner. 

Plekthall. H armadoka 

SaTd tub Fisherman. 

• Q. 

THE WHITE WOLP, and other Hreside Tales. 
Randal. J. 

AUNT BETHIA'S BUTTON. 

Raymond. Walter 

FORTVNE's Darling. 

Rhys. Graoa 

THB WOOING OP SHEILA. 

THE Diverted village. 

THE PRINCE OP LiSNOVER. 

Rlckert. Bdlth 

OUT OP THE CYPRESS SWAMP. 

Roberta. HorleF 

The plunderers. 
Bounean. Tletor 

DERWENrS HORSE. 

Ruwell. W. Clark 

MY Danish sweetheart. lUustrated. 
Abandoned. 



Batehell, Wm* 

The Land op the Lost. 

■enlly. W. C. 

The white hecatomb. 

A vendetta op the desert. 

Sergeant. Bdeltne 
A Great Lady. 
THE Master op beechwood. 
Anthea's Way. 
Barbara's money. 
THE Love that Overcame. 
The enthusiast. 
The yellow Diamond, 
under suspicion. 

Shannon. Bdgar 

THE MESS DECK. 

Shannon* W. F. 

Jim TWELVES. 

Sennteehen, Albert 

Deep Sea Vagabonds. 

Stephens. B. H. 

A Gentleman player. 
An Enemy to the King. 



LOVE Grown Cold 

Switt. BenJamtw 

Siren cmr. 

SORDON. 

TanqneraFi B. H • 

THE ROYAL QUAKER. 

Trafford-Tannton. WlneMda 

Silent dominion. 

Walnemana Panl 

A HEROINE PROM FINLAND. 

BY A FINNISH Lake. 
Walflord«IhB. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

Wataon. H. B. Harriott 

THE SKIRTS OP HAPPY CHANCE. 
ALARMS AND EXCURSIONS. 

WeUe. H. G. 

THE STOLEN BACILLUS. 
THE PLATTNER STORY. 

THE Sea Lady. 

Tales op Space and Time. 

WHEN THE SLEEPER WAKES. 
LOVE AND MR. LEWISHAM. 

The invisible Man. 
WeFBUu* StanloF '• 

UNDER THE RED ROBE. OluStnted. 

White. PereF 

A PASSIONATE Pilgrim. 

White. Stewart B. 

CONJUROR'S HOUSE. Illustnted. 
Wmiameon. Mra. C B. 

THE ADVENTURE OP PRINCESS SYLVIA 

PAPA. 

The WOMAN WHO DARED. 

THE SEA COULD TELL. 

Wllllameon. C B. and A. H • 

THE Lightning conductor. 



Tales op Dunstable weir. 
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OBNBRAL MTBRATURB 



Crown Sro 



Baata. ■Unteth L. 

THB AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A NBWSPATBR 

Girl. 

■aHntf-Oonldt ■• 

A BOOK OP FAIRY TALB& With BuaMraas 
ninstrarions and Initial Letten by AitlHir 
J. Gaskin. 

OLD ENGLISH Fairy Talbs. ym^wamt&am 

lUnstrations by F. D. Bedford. 
HISTORIC ODDITIBS AND STRAMGB EVIMTS. 

Strancb Survivals and SumRsrrnoNS. 

AN Old ENGLISH HOMB. WUl llllimilllll 
Plans and lUustiatioiii. 

■roWBAlIf O. L. 

THB Heart op Japan. Illnstnted. 

Dapmettetep. HadasM 

THE Life of Ernbst Rbnan. Portrait 

Dimefui. Bapft JMUUMtta 

On the other Side of the Latch. 

Fineastlet Tlaooimt. mad UloU-&oekhwti 

Ltont. 

A Frontier Campaign. Wltli Map and 
Illustrations. 



Fpat«p* John Fostap 

Roxnn> the World on a whbrl. 
trated. 



IDus- 



MP. WoodtaovM'a 

M avlBtMm« H. W. 

LADYSMITH The Diary of a Sloffe. Wltk 
Illustrations and Ma|w. 



• PhlUp 

With stbyn and db Wet. 

•Q* (A. T. QnlUap-Ooaoh) 

THB golden POMP. A Procossioa of EagHsli 
Lyrics from Surrsy to Sldrloy. 

RobaptaoB* Up O. ■• 

CHITRAL: Tha Sfcory 

Illustrated. 



of a Minor Siega. 



RobaptaoB-Baoiti J. W. 

THB PEOPLE OP CHINA. With a Map. 

■uBsallf W. Olapk 

THE Life of Admiral Lord Colling- 
WOOD. With Illustratioaa tqr F. Biangwyn. 

■outhayt Robapt 

ENGLISH Seambn (Howard. ClUford. Havliins. 
Drake. Cavendish). Edited, with an In- 
troduction, liy David Hanmqr. 



History, with 



niustfated. 



Oaoptfe* H. B. 

Battles of English 
numerous Plans. 

Hamilton, Antfas 

THE Siege of Mafbking 

Haiilay» W. B. 

ENGLISH Lyrics. 

Blllatfaa, Hovapd O. 

WITH THB BOBR FORCES. lOastrated. 

Holoomba. Chaatap. 

THB REAL CHINESE QUESTION. 

VbMn, Henplk. 

BRAND. Translated by WHUaa WHson. 

JaflFaPBoiit B. L. 

A New Ride to Khiva, nustrated. 



. A. H. 

THE BOER States. With Mapu 

KlpllBg, Bndyapd 

Barrack-room Ballads. 
THB Sbven Seas. 
THE Five Nations. 

Iiorlmap* Geoptfa Hopaaa 

Letters from a Sblf-maob Mbrcbant 
TO HIS son. lUostrated. 

UoFd* Captain Bapolay 

A THOUSAND MILBS WITH THB CI.V. 
With an Introduction by Colonel MacUmwn, 
and a Portrait and Map. 



ataTaBBoa. Mpa. H . I. 

From Saranac to the marqubsa and 
BEYOND. Belne Letters writtea by Mrs. 
M. L Stevenson daring i OP ; - 8 to her Sister, 
Miss Tane Wbyte Balfoar. With a short 
Introdttctioa by George W. Balfoar, M.D., 
LL.D., F.R.&S., and Physician to the 
King hi Scothmd. Ediled and Arranged by 
Marle Clothilde Balfoar. 

■tavanaoii* Bobapt IioalB 

THB LBTTBRS OP ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON. Edited by Sidney Colvia. Two Vols. 

VAILIMA LBTTBRS. 

Tpavop. OaptalB PhiUp (*]Hiz*) 
The Lightbr Side op Cricket. 

TpottaPt Oolonal 

THB Niger SOURCES. Map and nhistiatlons. 

TUlabola-HapaalU Cotoaal Da 

War NOTES. 

Wapmaloi D. ■• Taa 

ON COMMANDO. With Portrait 

Walla* H. o. 

Anticipations. 

Whltot APBOld 

Efficiency and Empire. 

WllIaoB. Baeklaa 

Lord Strathcona: The Story of Ms Life. 
Illustrated. 

Wopafold, W. Baall 

south Africa. With a Map. 

Wfob« Bn and Fpanaai 0« 

The Land of tkb Black Mountaot. 

Illustrated. 

Tovntf. FUbob 

THE Relief op MAPBKiNGk With Maps 

and Illustrations. 



v\V^ 
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GBMBR 



MMnaan, Lteiit.-GoleB«l 

WITH THB MOUKTBD INI 

OKALMiD Field Foi 

■•d«B POWttll, ■•Jov-0«< 

THB DOWNFALL OP PR 

the Ashanti Campaign 

THB MATABBLB CAM| 
neaxly loo IlbutratioiU 

■ftlfbnv, Graham 

THB LIFB OP ROBBRr 
Two Volumes. 

■•rtenehe, BavoB«M D«> 

THB LiFB OF FATHBR I 



• Blv V. 0* 

RBMINISCBNCBS OP h 
Two Volumes. 

Oamteldie. Ada 

THTRTtr YBARS IN AU 

OlndBtlaBt V. W. 

THB CAROLINB ISLAI* 
and Maps. 

CowpeVf H. B> 

THB HILL OF THB C 
Stone Temple of 
Plans, and 7s Illustf 

Dawioii. A. j« 

MOROCCO. 

Da«l«, Idonal 

Thrbb years in S 

BgavtoB, H. B. 

A History op Brii 

Olbbons, Major A. Bt. 

EXPLORATION AND 
AFRICA. With II 

Haddon, A. 0. 

Hbad Huntbrs: 
With Maps and 11 

HUnmondf J. L. 

Charlbs Jambs Fc 



Fit 2 2 \rs 



/ 



ntaOavald, B. A. 

THB Highest An> 
and a huge Mapl 

BMUb« Bvaa 

through ASIA. With agp Illustrations bv the 
Author and from Photographs, and 8 Maps. 
In Two Volumes. 



Hllais, 3, G. 

THB LiFB AND LBTTBBS OP SiR JOHN 

Everett Millais, Prerident of the Royal 
Academy. Illustrated. In Two Volumes. 



Crown 4to 

OuBllffa, V. H. B. ^ 

THB HISTORY OF THB BOBR WAR. With Ilhistrations. Plans, and Poitnlts. VoL I. 
Johnsloii. Blr H. H* British Central Africa. With nearly aoo inustratioi^ (9^6 Haps. 

Wlimnu, PrlBoe Haarl of 

FROM TONKIN TO INDIA. Translated by Hamley Bent, M. A. With over n^ . 



